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Bulldozer is about communication. Represssion is 
the destruction of authentic communication. The 
state has the guns, the goons and lackies, the 
fences and concrete walls and the cages. To this 
we counter with our outrage, love, solidarity and 
the written word. There are few lasting victories 
in this struggle and many atrocities to relate. 
But it is the development of the networks, inside, 
outside and through the walls that give us all 
the strength and determination to continue. 


The prison authorities like to operate in the 
shadows. In opposition to this we encourage our 
outside readers to develop personal contact with 
prisoners. Prisons cease to be an abstract issue 
of “human rights" when it is your friends who 

are subjected to the brutality and irrationalities 
of the penal system. Any of the writers in this 
journal would be pleased to hear from you. Write 
to them directly or through us. Prisoners and non- 
prisoners alike have much to learn from the world of 
the other. 


We seek to reflect the struggle that is currently 
being waged in North American prisons. To some 
prisoners it is quite literally a matter of life 
or death. To others it is a question of retaining 
their pride and dignity as humans. We do not 
pretend to reflect the “average prisoner" in these 
pages. Rather we present the voice of those prison- 
ers who see the need for change and are willing to 
do something about it. We will work with them to 
bring about that change. 


Events are moving rapidly in the Canadian prison 
system; the Dorchester incident, the new proposals 
for preventative segregation for "potentially danger- 
ous" prisoners, the introduction of more behaviour 
modification schemes. We hope to stay abreast of 
these developments and to this end, we will be coming 


out with smaller issues more frequently in the future. 


We do not wish to limit ourselves to Canadian issues. 
Our concern for the genocide of the native people 

is shown in Standing Deer's material. There are 

many important struggles going on in the U.S. 

such as the trial of the Pontiac Brothers and 

the death sentences coming out of the Santa Fe 
insurrection about which we know little but which 

are a sign of the increasingly repressive times ahead. 
We would also like to publish material on some of 

the "reforms" that are being introduced to show the 
limitations that such reforms have. 


We hope our correspondents will direct themselves 

to these issues and more importantly recommend 
possible actions. More than ever, we need a strategy 
to combat these changes. Such a strategy cannot be 
the product of political ideology understood in the 
narrow sense of the word. Rather it must incorporate 
a pragmatism based on experience of both victory 


and defeat with a political insight and vision that 
will not allow us to be satisfied with half measures, 
There is no such thing as being half-free. 


We appreciate the response that we recieved from 
our first issue. We do try to respond to as many 
letters as possible but neither our time nor our 
emotional energy is unlimited. We do like to 
hear about what is going on in the different 
joints, everything adds to our understanding of 
the broader situation. What we need most of all 
are good graphics, so if you doodle, send us the 
results. 


And a note to any prison official who may be read- 
ing this. There should be no guilt by association. 
We carry letters from many prisoners and the views 
of one writer may not be shared by the others. 


Finally, outsiders who are not part of prison 
support groups should let us know that they wish 

to continue to recieve our publication. Other- 

wise you will disappear in the upcoming purge 

of our mailing list. Your acknowledgement can 

take the form of a letter, money, posters, local 
papers or whatever you do. Send us names of others 
who may be interested in seeing the paper. Prisoners 
and support groups will continue to recieve the 
paper though we would like to hear from you as well. 


We have changed our permanent address to P.O.B. 
5052, Station A, Toronto, Ontario, Canada, MSW 1W4. 


Men and Women 

locked in cages 

for the crime 

of being human, 

living in frustration 
and horror 

as brainwashed keepers 
slowly strip them 

of their dignity 

and self-respect, 
keeping then 

off balance 

with endless rules 

and regulations 

set out like traps 
they can't escape, 
until reality 

becomes something 
too heavy to bear, 
and they become 
like non-seeing children 
creating little illusions 
in which to hide. 


Freddie Jo Morry 


Clockwork Orange 


This talk is supposed to be on the subject of prison- 


ers' rights but when you scrape away all of the rhe- 
thoric fed to us by our politictans- and free dll 
and get right down to the subject of rights as oppos- 
ed to privileges, you will find that prisoners alrea- 
dy have the same rights enjoyed by most citizens of 
Canada. Absolutely none at all. If the MacDonald 
Commission investigating R.C.M.P. wrong doing didn't 
prove anything else, it at least proved that. It 
also outlined to Trudeau what he would have to le- 


galize in order to save his hired gunmen from future 
embarassment. 


In that respect, Trudeau is much trickier than Nixon. 
He gained his popularity by defending the asbestos 
miners in Quebec. How many asbestos miners have 
died from lung cancer since Trudeau was made Dic- 
tator of this potato republic? Many thousands. 
About one death for every million dollars he has 
since given to the mine owners to keep operating. 


Not many years ago, a whole town was wiped out by a 
mud slide caused by mountains of slag surrounding 
the town. Engineers had already warned the govern- 
ment that it was going to happen. The people of 
that town were given the right to die, but not to 
live. They were never told of the warning. The 
mine owners had the right to kill them. Whether a 
tragedy like that will ever happen again is unknown 
but it is well known that every mining town in Cana- 
da is still surrounded by mountains of slag. 


With that background, as well as the War Measures 
Act, it is small wonder that the men surrounding 
Trudeau think just like him. Kaplan is a good ex- 
ample of that. The political bootlickers in Ottawa 


want greater control over their merchandise, the 
prisoners, and our illustrious Solicitor-General is 
going to give them just that. 


He's going to start by introducing his new family 
visiting program. He says he is introducing it 

in order to keep the prisoners with their families. 
Isn't that real noble of him? Naturally we are all 
supposed to be idiots enough to believe him. Like 
the government is always doing nice things for pri- 


soners. The truth is, he wants to sell us our fa- 
milies. The only price he is asking is "Total 
Obedience". Isn't that really nice of him? He 


wants to sell me my wife. 


As far as I know, my wife has never committed a 
crime in her life. Now, thanks to Mr. Kaplan, 
she has become a woman for sale. A prostitute. 
What does that make Mr. Kaplan? 


He's a very ingenious fellow, our Mr. Kaplan. 
The crime pimps want greater control over prison- 


ers and he's gging to give it to them. They 

don't have enough already. The interior towers 
are armed with shotguns and 38 revolvers. They 
are looking at us now and they will be looking 


at us any other time we are out of our cells. 
The outside towers are armed with rifles that 
can shoot into our cells. We are under the gun 
twenty-four hours a day. Make one threatening 
gesture and the crime pimps can blow our heads 
off. But that isn't enough control for them. 
They need more and the chief parasite in Ottawa 
is going to prepare it for them. When he does, 
they'll turn us all into vegetables. 


I have a small pamphlet here that I would like 

to read. It concerns the new control measures 
that will soon be in effect and the men promoting 
them. They are trying to imply that each of the 
segments are unrelated policies. That is simply 
not true. They are all part of one package la- 
belled "Total Control". 


CANADA'S PENAL SYSTEM 


Solicitor-General Kaplan: 
Longer sentences for all prisoners, plus 


Ast. Commissioner Westlake: 
New seven stage security classification, 


plus 
Ast. Commissioner Pisapio: 
Conjugal visits, 


Everyone: 
New psychiatric complex at Collin's Bay, 


plus 


Equals: Clockwork Orange 


Irony: To be in operation for 1984 


With these longer sentences, everyone sentenced 
to prison will need a parole to get out. And, 
of course, you will have to work through the new 


igi It al- 
to be eligible for parole. 
ready works that way with ue Lunes Rage sm 
eration at the p a : 
baal yey an minimum security prisons sa 
Ty, these new stages aren't really all t a se 2 
me have been trying to implement ne = a 
eA opened here in April 1971. In fact, 
prison was designed for it. +. 
i opened, they tried to hav u 
ee te ais a closed unit, and J ar an 
Sant The prisoners woul dn't Ute id A or 
ry time they tried it, we e 
ta oxic a sit-down, or a smash-up. Now ey 
‘9 re we wont dare protest the new stage system. 
ty plan on holding our SE eT tie 
: at conjugal visits are a . : 
contd for our families is our souls. Pro 
test any order and you lose your family. 


three stages right here at Mill- 
Me hoars be a medium security prison, 
will be the aversion therapy at the 
new psychiatric unit for those the officials nk 
need it. Which will be just about everybody. e 
sixth and seventh classifications will be ae 
security and day parole as a testing sro or 
their therapy before being released on fu ty . 
It will take at least ten years to work Laas 7 
these stages. At least ten years to turn heen 
a vegetable. As Mr. Westlake says, “anyone with a 
long sentence will have to spend a number of years 
under the strictest control". 


at purpose are they implementing this insani- 
Of ¥F oresinty isn't to cut down on crime. In 
fact, it will only contribute to more serious crime. 
When you program the passions out of a human being, 
which is exactly what this new system is designed 
for, you are left with a zombie. And what is a 
zombie but a psychopath? A person that will maim 
or kill without compunction or regret. 


stage system 


They plai 
haven. 
and the fifth 


Britain practiced lobotomies on their prisoners and 
that is exactly what happened. Aversion therapy, 
like lobotomies, is nothing more nor less than 

mind castration. 


It isn't surprising at all that the penitentiary 
service wants greater control over prisoners. Pri- 
son is one of Canada's most profitable industries. 
It costs $40,000.00 a year to keep a person in 
Millhaven. Of that cost, one dollar is spent for 
each meal. I eat approximately seven meals a week, 
or $365 worth a year. My clothing costs the gov- 
ernment less tnan $50.00 a year. I don't know 

what it costs to heat my seven by ten foot cell, 
but it couldn't be more than a couple hundred 
dollars a year. I'm also forced to du slave labour. 
That means the penitentiary service makes over 
$39,000.00 profit on my body each year. They don't 
make anything from my mind. Why not program it 
away. They'll have the profit making body and no 
mind to protest. 


3. 


The same type Of program has been t 
States, but was ruled illegal. The Supp, the United 
found it to be "cruel and unusual punishnen tout 
won't be ruled illegal in Canada for three ob, 
reasons. Every prisoner will receive it so Tous 
be unusual. The people of Canada have no rj h wont 
and our Supreme Court is nothing but an exter iss 
of the liberal party. The latter reason is 7 on 
Diefenbaker "Bill of Rights" is about as use} ly 
Trudeau's promise not to introduce wage and Se as 
controls. Price 


It did lead the people to mistaken] 

had rights though. Just like this (ieee 
the Commissioner is supposed to lea 
that we have rights. Oh it has all 
listed. It lg ons the remedi 
have if a crime pimp violates them. You 

a grievance against the violator. Sometines iodge 
even get a letter back in a few months that your 
grievance is being upheld. Wonderful! Now you can 
lodge the same grievance the next time the same 
crime pimp violates the same right. Most of you 
understand how it works. It's much the same as 
laying a complaint against a Toronto cop with the 
police complaints bureau. An exercise in futitity 
Very democratic though. : 


fe the 
little book os 
d us to believe 
kinds of rights 
al powers you 


I can recall a very well 


publicized case that hap- 
pened in Canada the first year I came into the fe- 
deral system. Two kids, one fifteen and the other 
seventeen, were charged with the murder of a cab 


driver. The seventeen year old made a deal with 
the police and received twenty years. The fifteen 
year old was hanged. After he was hanged, the 
good people of Parry Sound and their clergy were 
outraged, not because the boy was hanged, but be- 
cause they didn't want a murderer buried in their 
cemetary. 


By their outrage, the people of Parry Sound did 
serve some good. The foreign press picked up the 
story and embarassed the demigods in Ottawa so bad- 
ly that they ammended the criminal code to exclude 
the execution of anyone under eighteen. Everybody 
else was fair game. 


Not only did that boy not have the right to live, 
but he didn't even have the right to be buried. 
A real nice civilized country. 


I, for one, only want one right for prisoners. 
The right to self-rule and self-support. The 
Parasites ruling me now have lost that right. | 


- TOMMY SMITH - | 


_ es 


Frame Up! 


The following letter, 
critic Svend Robinson, 
time prison militant Ri 
prison riot at the B.C. 


and the hole. Among the first 60 prisoners to be 
transferred to the newly built Kent Penitentiary, 
His frame up and his 
administrative segregation at Kent Penitentiary is 
negotiating with all parties during the riot and 
month long peaceful sit-down Staged by the prisoner: 


to protest the repressive conditions at the new 
prison. 


For his courageous actions on behalf of all the 
prisoners, Levesque has been continually harrassed 
by the prison administration. This harassment has 
included solitary confinement, transfer to Laval 
Penitentiary during the winter of 79-80, and a 
charge of murdering a fellow prisoner, which Leves- 
que is presently fighting in the courts. Now he has 
been framed so as to fit the requirements of being 
a "potentially dangerous and violent criminal". 
His frame up and his indefinite confinement in 
administrative segregation at Kent Penitentiary is 
a glaring example of how Kaplan's ‘plan for prev- 
entative segregation will be used wv isolate and 
silence politically active prisoners. 
October 23, 1980 

To: 
The Honourable S, Robinson 
4.P. Burnaby, B.C. 
From: 
8188 Levesque, Rick 
Prisoner at Kent 
Subject: Being framed up, and put in segregation... 

Again... 


1. This is to update what's happened to me since 
I last wrote to you on August tenth, 1980. I, at 
that time, stated that I was hoping that I wouldn't 
have to come and bother you again! 


ANA 


LANA 


‘Stall 
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2. The reserved decison, by Justice Berger of the 
British Columbia Supreme Court on August first, was 
answered on August 27, 1980, and on that day he dis- 
missed the court order challenge by the Solicitor- 
General of Canada, thus ordering the administration 
at Kent to keep me at Kent until my trial--which 
dates back to 1978--is concluded with! This I 
Suggest, wasn't really taken well by the admini- 
tration. 


3. The trial already mentioned in previous letters 


to you, went on as scheduled on September 29th only 
to be told that it will resume in Chilliwack on May 
6, 7, 8, 1981! Again, I suggest that this wasn't 
too well taken by the administration. 


UBVAVOM ANA OBOA 


4. My behaviour and work performance have been 
exemplary at Kent, since my return from Montreal 
vn April 22nd, 1980, as attested by my work super- 
visor; AW/Industries M. CK. Crutch, as I work as 
his clerk, and was actually given $35. bonus pay 
for my excellent work during the past three months. 


5. As you are aware from previous correspondence, 
T have established very strong family ties with 
some very good people and we have been visiting 
regularily! I and they were pleased to spend my 
first Open House in 12 years with "People" here at 
Kent on August 24, 1980! Their visits have changed 
my whole outlook on life, and I am looking forward 
to finishing my sentence with the minimum account 
of problems possible! 


6. On Monday, October 20, 1980, as I returned from 
work at 15:30 I was handcuffed and taken to Segre- 


gation! As I asked why I was taken to Segregation. 
, 


tting 
who was the living unit officer pu 

Me eadtaitts on me said: "Contraband was found in 
our cell!" I asked him what was found. He replied * 
My don't know... I wasn't there when they searched. 


esday, October 21, 1980, at 14:28 P.N., I 
se pith wich an Institutional Charge sheet that | 
read: "A steak knife was found in cell 003, C unit". 
And ironically enough, the officer's name who al- 
legedly found the said knife was: L.U.D. Molino, 
the same man who said in paragraph 6, that he was 
not there. This was confirmed to me yesterday by 


Nl. Duguay and the second witness, L.U. St. 
rel igein, the mystery is that M. St.-Louis 
doesn't work in this particular unit. Then at 14:30 
Hf Dowsett, warden at Kent, appeared at my cell in 
Segregation and spoke with me. We discussed the 
fact that in my 12 years in prison, never did any- 
thing lead them to believe that I get involved with 
knives. He gave me the impression that he believes 
that I am being set up by someone. Now, at 14:43 
L.U. St.-Louis appeared at the door. We had a dis- 
cussion as he knows me since 1974 at B.C. Pen, where 
he was a security officier. ; 
being set up, the steak knife is not from inside 
the prison." And he added: "Wait until you hear how 
it came about that we were told to go to your cell 
at a specific spot, and that a steak knife will be 
found"...then he left and at 15:00, a member of 
the Citizen's Advisory Committee (C.A.C.) John Bay- 
man, I believe is his name, came by and I explained 
to him all of what I have just written above. 


8. Wednesday, October 22, 1980, I put in a formal 
request to know who was the officer in charge of 
opening and closing the cell doors of this parti- 
cular wing of the prison, and the reply I got from 
the man in charge of the Segregation Unit, M. Mac- 
Donnel, was that: "The powers to be, told me, to 
tell you that it's none of your business." My 
lawyer, Ms. Elizabeth Arnold, was present and I 
asked her to take note of this answer. I then 
Sought advice from ls. Arnold to have this charge 
dealt with in an outside court, because Sir, it is 
a fact that I am being set up for unknown reasons 
at this time, but it is my belief that people in 
high positions here have first hand knowledge in 
this whole affair which I belive can be proven. 
But possibly not in Warden's Court, as I wrote a 
letter to I. Dowsett requesting that I be repre- 


sented by legal counsel, and he simply refused to 
allow this. 


He said: "I know you're 


9. Thursday, October 23, 1980 
lawyer at 10:00 AM and asked ae PNoned another 
turn I discovered that on Monday, 
the same day as the incident, 
guerite Jackson recieved a phone cal] 


from the warden's secretary, Mary, akin tke 
when my trial was scheduled to resume, This me 


ironic or mysterious, especial] 
already has known since Sertominy core M. Dowsett 
trial was se resume in May of the commi y 

he had asked me personally the same 7 
previous day, Sunday, October 19th, Shon ce 
to me at the lifers' social which I Was tmvdteaie 
attend as a representative of the French pr ed to 
here at Kent. Therefore he knew that thie cane 
Order that: I stay at Kent until the trial te 
cluded was good at least until May unless Rae 
if I am to get involved wath anything here ice oe 


10. At 12:56, Thursday, October 26th, my boss 
AW/Industries, M. CK Crutch, came to Segregatio 
and delivered a copy of C.D. 213 and 209 which 7 
had requested earlier, and told him that I intend 
to call him as a character witness. After dis- " 
cussing what we both heard about this whole matt: 

he said: "It is a known fact that you're being Bete 
up, but you have to face the charge." Then at Lhe” 
M. Dowsett. appeared to tell me that he will not 
allow me legal representation. I told him that I 
was calling him as a witness and also his secretar: 
who phoned my lawyer. By the way, the alleged find 
happened at 12:45 on Monday, October 20th. I then 
asked l’. Dowsett many questions, and he became very 
defensive. When I asked him if he had seen the 


ng year, ang 


IM 
INNocENT! 


Ser oC 


knife, he said: "Yes, it looks like a knife from 
Johnny's Steak House"... I am positive that I didn't 
go downtown and get it myself...and by the descrip- 
tion I have so far from M. St.-Louis and Ni. Dowsett 
it only leaves me with the assumption that someone 
in the authorities had to be involved in this some- 
where. M. Dowsett gave me his honest opinion, as 
he called it, that there appears to be something 
strange in this whole affair. I am sure that the 
ever so naive Solicitor-General of Canada, lM. Kap- 
lan, wouldn't believe the allegations I am making . 
here. As I heard him say, on CBC's, "As It Happens 


5. on Wednesday, October third, that we're all unbel- 


fevable people in prison. But I am speaking the 
truth Sir, not fiction. These here are facts...and 
I am being set up by someone possibly in order to 
fit the Solicitor-General's list of potentially 
dangerous prisoners across Canada, which I don't 
believe I fit the criteria up until Monday at 


I’m Flying Higher Than You 


Iwas in you prison cells. 

And took all you had 

I saw them come and I saw them go 

And you tried to make me just like you. 


Cause I am flying higher than your walls 
And flying higher than you... 


You took all what I have held dear, 
And my freedom too. 
You played your games with me 
And you tried your goddam best, 
And lost... And you lost... 


Cause I am flying higher than your walls 
And flying higher than you... 
Flying higher than you... 


Written on February 2Ist, 1979, the day 
prior to my escape from the B.C. Penitentiary. 


Rick Levesque 


12:45, because of the exceptional behaviour I have 
shown since my return from Montreal on April 22, 
1980, and I am expecting M. Dowsett and MN. Crutch 
to testify to this effect as they both told me they 
would, unless they change their minds between now 
and Tuesday, October 28th, the date scheduled for 
the hearing. My security file speaks for itself, 
Sir, never did I ever have anything to do with 
knives. Also, the refusal to tell me who could have 
opened my cell door on Sunday when I was at the 
lifer's Social from 9:CC to 4:00 PM and also on tion- 
day day shift when I was at work, it is very unfair 
as J believe that this man knows who may have 
planted the knife. Also, the fact that M. Dowsett 
spcke to me on Sunday at the Social, at which times 
my trial dates were discussed, and he found it nec- 
essary to phone my lawyer the following day... Why? 
What was the big concern? And two hours later HM. 
St.-Louis, who worked in A unit is told to go into 
C unit cell 003, and a steak knife will be found in 
a certain spot...Something here stinks, Sir: And 
regardless of the outcome in disciplinary court on 
Tuesday, October 28th, at 9:30 AM, I am asking you 
for an inquiry into this whole affair. This is a 
very serious matter Sir, and J am asking you to 
please forward a copy of this letter to: 

a) the Solicitor-General of Canada (iM. Kaplan) 

b) the Comissioner of Penitentiaries (M. Yeomans) 
c) the Inspector-General (M. A. Wrenshall). 

Also, I am requesting that you people make a full 
investigation into this matter, as I believe that 
very serious consequences could result eventually 
if such irresponsible actions by whomever planted 
that knife in my cell were to become frequent. It 
is very disturbing for the Institution's order I am 


Sure, when the general population knows as well as 
most of the staff that someone is being framed up 
so very clearly. 


In closing sir, as I have taken enough of your time, 
I wish to stress that even if the Judge presiding 
at the hearing on October 28th finds me not guilty, 
I want a full investigation into this matter and 
hope hope that you personally may be able to come 
to Kent when Parliament recesses, or send someone 

to speak to me. I am contenplating the possibility 
of having charges laid. This will be discussed at 


length with my lawyers. 
Rick Levesque 


Prelude To Dorchester 
Hostage- Taking 


Bulldozer Comment 


This letter was smuggled out of Dorchester 
Penitentiary a week before the October 7th 
hostage-taking. It is a letter similar to 
that which was signed by 38 prisoners, smug- 
gled out and read nationwide over CBC's "As 
It Happens". In this case we have witheld 
the writer's name for fear of administrative 
reprisals against hin. 


The Dorchester hostage-taking ended with the 
murder of one of the hostages, prison guard 
Bill Morrison, by members of the internal 
emergency responce team during the rescue 
attempt. The immediate responce of Solicitor 
General Kaplan was to skillfully manipulate 
public outrage through the press in order to 
implement an extremely repressive program of 
prisoner control, the segregation of poten- 
tially "violent and dangerous criminals". 


Hostage-takings are the desperate acts of 
men pushed to their limits and beyond by the 
intolerable conditions of their confinement. 
They are political acts so much as the le- 
gitimacy of the state to act in an arbitrary 
and inhumane fashion is questioned and pol- 
itical demands are made. In the two latest 
Millhaven hostage-takings the lack of psych- 
iatric treatment for S.H.U. prisoners, in- 
definite confinement in S.H.U., and the re- 
pressive tactic of involuntary transfers 
were exposed. In the Laval hostage-taking, 
after it became clear to the prisoners that 
their escape attempt had failed, they de- 
manded changes in their prison conditions. 
(This hostage-taking was so threatening to 
the state that they brought tanks out into 
the street to show that they were still in 
control.) Only after the hostage-taking fo- 
cused attention to Dorchester Penitentiary 
did the lock-down and brutalization of the 
prisoners become known. In each of these 
cases the violent practices of the Correc- 
tion Service become known, and the legitima- 
cy of the state threatened. 


-takings should be a common form 


of resistence within the prison Sy eae ahd 
understandable once ae As ren preveating 
been quite e€ e n 
ee ian of internal rasierences oT a ms 
work strikes, and riots 4 ep 2 
eee iiective participation Se ae ae . 
i rticipation is generally a 
deere rere ss of the prisoners Clg 
a system of priviledges, t ae e 
ear of informers, the ae ctat aa 
i nfinement and the force g 
igen activists once they have Lal oncom 
quire influence among their ferioy Be 2 
ers. The lack of previous ate y ta 
collective participation, little sais eae 
capitalist society based upon ary 
also plays 4 significant role. What is + 
is a small group of prisoners eee ree 
fight for their dignity through the only 
means at their disposal: violence. 


That hostage 


racism, 
present f 


The letter below details the intolerable 
cunditions at Dorchester which directly led 
to the escape attempt/hostage-taking by 
prisoners Ernie DesRoches, Richard Wright 
and Ron Enman, all of whom are presently 
confined at S.H.U. Millhaven. Given these 
conditions, the responsibility for the es- 
cape attempt and the death of Bill Morrison 
lies completely with the brutal administra- 
tion of Dorchester Warden Michael Corbett 
and the negligence of both the Regional and 
National Divisions of the Correction Service 
of Canada, not with the prisoners. 


September 29, 1980 


I received your most welcome letter & as al- 
ways I was pleased to hear from you again. 
Sorry it has taken so long to write. I am 
writing concerning the brutality by guards, 
constant harrassment & the administration 
using the inmates as scapegoats. 


Dorchester is about to riot anytime now - 
the tension and frustration has reached the 
highest level as the administration has the 
prison population locked-down in their 

cells. Inmates are being put in the hole 

for no other reason but suspicion, over half 
the general population is in segregation as 
there is now four ranges that are used for 
segregation, make that five. Guys are being 
taken out of their cells & told they are 
going to the hole, they are then hand-cuff- 
ed, taken off the range, thrown or pushed 
down stairs. Once in the hole they are beat 
by four, five or six pigs, gassed & shackled 
& put in a cell with hand-cuffs, shackles & 
body belt, they are left that way for days 
on end. The guards are gassing guys in their 
cells & saying that they run this prison not 
us, or if we ask for something most of the 
time we are told to lay down & do our time, 


fuck off, or even do something constructive 7. 
vee tot. we could use the overtime , 


“I've studied your case and I think 

your best bet is a tunnell’’ 
christmas is getting near. The pi 
that's what I call them baste Susevr eee 
they are, they have beat guys so bad they 
have had to get stitches, they have given 
guys black eyes, sore ribs, etc., etc.,ete 
The administration is not doing anything ee 
stop this, but are doing things themselves 
to start more trouble in the institution, 
There was an escape of two inmates over the 
wall two weeks ago, the same night there was 
an isolated incident that had nothing to do 
with the escape. 


There was an escape of two inmates over the 
wall in which two guys got away. The guard 
in the tower did not see the escape. It was 
not discovered until the patrol car found 
the rope hanging from the wall, at that time 
everyone was told to return to their cells, 
no one was told why. So A3 range in the B-7 
cell block refused to do so because they 
were not told why, the administration then 
sent in the goon squad by which the guys 
were tear gassed, beat with night sticks, 
kicked once on the floor, etc., etc. The in- 
mates then retaliated by smashing cells and 
the tv at the end of the range. No one knew 
in the prison of the escape until the next 
day or late that night when rumors spread 
around. 


When the escape occurred it was under one of 
the towers, now to justify the escape the 
administration put out a press release say~ 
ing that the isolated incident was a diver- 
sion for the escape, though it had occurred 
after the escape. Like yourself I would Like 
to know what the guard in the tower was do- 
ing at the time of the escape, my guess 
would be that he was sleeping. Let's say the 
incident was a diversion for the escapes if 
so it would have made the security full on 


the alert & the escape would have been im- 
possible, right? 


The brutality here is unreal. 


One guy was taken out of his cell at two in 
the morning, stripped down to nothing, hand- 
-cuffed behind his back and told to lay face 
down on the cold cement floor while guards 
spent an hour searching his cell for no oth- 
er reason but harrassment. Another guy was 
gassed in the hole while in his cell because 
guards were beating a guy and he told them 
to lay off. Still another guy was in the 
hole for days hand-cuffed, shackled & body 
belt, so he couldn't move, the guards refus- 
ed to take off the handcuffs so he could eat 
his meals. He had to put his face in the 
tray so he could eat. He finally broke his 
handcuffs somehow after three or four days 
of pissing himself. The guards gassed & 

beat him with night sticks & told him that 
they run this prison now & they can do what 
they want with us. 


I guess this is all for now. Could you see 
about getting us some publicity, I'm working 
at this end along with others. We have writ- 
ten radio stations and a newspaper about the 
situation here at Vorchester and are hoping 
for good outcome. We need all the support 

we can get as the people down this way are 
pretty red-neck & scared to fight the pow- 
ers, this letter has gone out the back door 
as you know it would never get out the 
front. I hope to hear from you soon, til the 
next time I'll say hey take care. 


A Dorchester Prisoner 


Open Letter To Kaplan 


Hon. Robert Kaplan, 
Solicitor General 


Sir, 


We were surprised to learn of an article that 
appeared in Le Journal de Montreal on November 

30, 1980. Being among those who have suffered 
greatly from changes that have taken place in 
Canadian prisons, we believe that we have acquired 
if not the legal right, the moral right to dem- 
onstrate our disapproval when circumstances eall 
for it. 


The content of the article presented new special 
programmes as well as the relaxing of clause 
number 174 governing Centre Federaiz de Reinsertion 
Penitenciaire (C.F.R.P.) such as the Centre de 
Development Correctionnel (C.D.C.) for Quebec and 
S.H.U. in Ontario. 


If the term "specia] programme" can lead the 


ordinary citizen to confusion, for we prisoners it 
is otherwise because this invariable means more 
repression, segregation, etc. Although some people 
seem to lend magical virtues to these special 
programmes, a serious and honest analysis can 

only bring out the crudeness of this reasoning. 
Moreover, we are sincerely convinced that this 
approach will produce exactly the opposite effect 
expected. 


More than a month ago your department decided 
following the taking of hostages at the Dorchester 
Penitentiary (N.B.) and at the Max Laval (P.Q.) to 
list the dangerous cases in order to integrate 
them to this special programmme. Of a population 
of 3,200 prisoners in Quebec alone, 160 cases 

were chosen, that is 2% of the total population. 
We take issue with these figures. In fact, if 

we take for granted the prisoners held in the 
different medium, minimum various institutions or 
in half-way houses cannot logically be aimed at by 
this special programme; if not they would not 
already be found in maximum security penitentiaries. 
Two thousand have to be subtracted from the initial 
3,200. We therefore find ourselves with 160 
dangerous cases for a true population of 700 
prisoners (including the Institute Maximum 
Archambault and Max. Lava) for a percentage of 
22.8%; therefore, it is no longer possible 

to speak of incarcerated violence related to 
prisoners but instead of institutional violence 

of which the system is reponsible. It seems 
apparent that you are trying to minimize the 
condition of dangerous cases in order to make 

them part of a minority and at the same time 
excuse all forms of future repression. There 

is also a question of relaxing the admission 


nm 
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Blaster 


steria of (CoF.ReP.) related to clause 174 
Bate you claim that one cannot be led a 
circumstances+ In me pate : Deer is Me 

red to lthe C.D.C. on 1 

Ne ea muaplelons We respectfully submit that 
there already exists punishment before the fact 
and that it has been practised on quite a gran 
scale for several years. A wing of the old pen- 
itentiary of St. Vincent de Paul (Max. Laval) 

has been lent to the Institute Archambault since 
1977; between 10 - 15 prisoners live there all year 
round. Members of the various prisoners committees 
have had the experience and can testify to it. 


ning the C.D.C. in 1980 alone 6 prisoners were 
ual on simple suspicion before an outsider 
had ruled on their guilt. By relexing clause 174 
you would cnly legalize a multitude of illegal 
acts committed for the last few years. In such 
circumstances, it would be better to be led by 
events than to bring them about if only to avoid 
a temptation that could become totalitarian. 


Such an approach can become greatly detrimental 
and we wish to draw your attention to the dangers 
that such an approach could engender. From now on, 
a suspicion will carry as much weight as a fact 
and such an attitude leads some people to believe 
that it is preferable to condemn ten innocent 
persons rather than let one guilty person get 
away. More than ever a prisoner will be sujected 
to the belligerence and vindictiveness of a guard 
who doesn't like him; or a prisoner simply taking 
advantage of the opportunity to get rid of a 
cumbersome buddy. This has already taken place 
nore than once. To punish an individual simply 

on the basis of suspicion is to go against the 
very spirit of the law which says that when there 
exists a reasonable doubt the accused recieves the 
benefit of the doubt. 


Psychiatrists, psychologists, indeed all specialists 
in human relations agree that incarceration for 

more than five years causes irreversable problems 
for the prisoner and that when it is normal det- 
ention. Against the advice of these specialists 

and experts, you prefer to lock up certain pris- 
oners for a minimum period of two years in a Super- 
maximum, and in the worst conditions imaginable s 
And yet, studies which have been made are very clear 
about the percentage of success. Almost all those who 
have spent time in the C.D.C. come back and often for 
more serious crimes than the ones for which they 

were put there before. 


Out of five prisoners transferred to Dorchester in 
New Brunswick, all attempted escapes, two succeeded 
and at this time these lines are being written they 
are still at large. Closer to home, the Laval 

Maximum, St. Vincent de Paul, was the scene of one 
of the most serious escape attempts in recent 

years. Among the escapees were four former inmates 
of the C.D.C. There was also the successful escape 
of July, ‘78 during which one prisoner was killed. 
Again, among the five escapees involved, three had 


spent time in Super-Maximum. 


There is also the question of givin 
the one year parole, similar to tho 
released convicts. On the word of a 
claims to have been threatened, the 
be automatically returned to the spe 
The climate of suspicion that the special 

will create cannot be ignored. It is almcet oe 
return to the time of the inquisition with i 
witch hunt, or even a policy of "shoot on ATRES 
It is already difficult enough to act wtihinees 5 
present prison climate without adding eddie the 
factors of instability. 20nal 


ig the inmates 
Se accorded to 
8uard who 

Prisoner wil 
cial unit, 1 


What credibility can be given to this kind of 
special program when it is known that all the 
policies put forward in the past by the Canadi 
Correctional Service (C.S.C.) are responsible fa 
the present situation in the penitentiaries? eo 
If on the otherhand, one wishes to place the 
responsibility for the present climate on the 
shoulders of the inmate, how then can one expect 
a positive result from people who are credited yj 
having little or no good judgement? Without a ith 
drastic turn to the left, we can only expect the 
darkest years for the C.S.C, since its creation, 


We are very much in agreement with your objective 
very laudable in itself, of making the prison 
climate more healthy, although our agreement of 
the objective does not exclude differences as 

to steps to be taken. 


Serious thought combined with-not-always agreeable 
experiences has led us to believe that there are 
three basic factors behind the crisis we are now 
experiencing: the wrong approach, lack of rights 
and heavy sentences. If efforts were made to 
solve these three problems, we believe that it 
would be reasonable to hope for an improvement 

of the prison climate, the cornerstone of any 
change. 


"New Philosophy" 
The Canadian Correctional Service has never 

been able to pride itself in having a philosophical 
approach to the problem of crime. At best it 

is content with using represssion to correct 

the situation. This state of affairs is due in 
large part to a fear of action, a fear which leads 
to ignorance and occupies all the space in the 
mind needed for a solution to the problems. 


It is out of fear and ignorance that a program 
has been set out based on behaviorist theory, 4 


school of thought developed in the United States 
under the aegis of B.F. Skinner. Most of the 
institutions in the country, schools, psychiatric 
hospitals, and prisons are subjected to this 
theory. 


Through this reward and punishment concept, it 
is claimed that the behavior of marginals is 
improved, while in fact it is only the outward 
manifestations which are repressed until a 
favorable climate brings another explosion 

of the germs of the disease that was thought to 
be permanently cured. 


the application of this theory has meant that 
certain inmates in an American penitentiary were 
forced to wear diapers, suck on soothers, and 
crawl on the floor. Others were chained to their 
beds and beaten, and all that with the supposedly 
humanitarian aim of improving the individual. A 
legal battle of more than five years and a series 
of violent incidents were necessary to put an end 
to this treatment. 


In place of behavorism based on abstract ideas, we 
would like to see humanism, a true profession 

of faith in concrete people with their desires, 
aspirations and also their weaknesses. All people 
are equal in thought and word; the difference 
lies in action. This destinction is recognized 

by humanism while behaviorism calls for an 
impenetrable mental barrier. It is not necessary 
to lock someone up for life to prove to yourself 
you are right. At least that is what we would like 
to believe. 


"Balancing of Sentences" 

It would certainly be adviseable at this stage 
to put much more thought into punishment. When a 
court imposes a prison sentence for some crime, 
the punishment has in fact a triple function: 
dissuasion, reassurance and punishment. 


Much has been said on the dissuasive character 

of sentences on those who might be tempted to 
take the same route. Society clings tightly, 

even violently, to this buoy for fear of slipping 
off and no longer have any pretext to justify the 
severity of sentences. Once again, it is not 
human maliciousness that has led to this way of 
thinking, but rather ignorance. When an individual 
commits a crime it is more than anything else 


because of a feeling deep inside that it will go 
completely unpunished, and nothing or no one 
will weaken that conviction. 


In Turkey, while the hangman was cutting off the 
hands of pickpockets in the town square, the 
police caught individuals in the crowd watching 
the punishment who were engaged in the same 
activity as those whose hands were being chopped 
off two hundred feet away. What is the use of the 
example? The first World War did not stop the 
second from breaking out and likewise the third 
seems inevitable in spite of the atrocities 
committed during the last one. If the spectre 

of forty million deaths has not prevented 

nations from continuing to massacre each other, it 
would be very surprising if a heavy sentence or 
punishment has a direct influence on others‘ 
behavior. 


Society has always measured its protection and 
one can certainly say the same thing for the 
C.S.C,. in proportion to the severity of the 
punishment. Such a situation owes a lot to the 
misinformation spread quite unwittingly by 
broadcast and print media, since they depend on 
the information and statistics that the C.S.C. 
releases. 


Since we are practically always confined to the 
information we recieve, we can't really be surprised 
by the falsehoods that circulate amongst the 
population. Doesn't power produce knowledye? 

Society believes itself to be really protected, 
while in fact, it isn't. 


Government fools either the population or the 
prisoner or else both. What will become of a 
prisoner who has already spent half his life 
behind bars? What will be the best way to try to 
reintegrate him into society, once he has spent so 
much time outside of it and when changes occur at 
such an alarming speed. It is illogical to set free 
a convict after 20 or 25 years in prison, who is 


without work, family, who's out of touch and dis- 


oriented. 


Where are they going to be put? Are we Boies to 

see hostels multiply, to shelter Goch 

who are unable to function in society an : a nee 
at the cost of tens of millions of dollars 

questions will have to be answered sooner OF 


later.«- 


As to the third purpose of punishment, which is 
to punish. There isn't much to say about it, 
except that such a goal is undoubtly achieved 
with a unique degree of success: Never has 

the Canadian prisoner been punished with such 
harshness and brutality. The average sentence 

is 7.6 years for federal justice, the highest 

jn the world, which is no mean thing, when ; 
you consider what's happening inside totalitarian 


regimes. 


Even though we have only skimmed over the question 
of heavy sentences, let's draw some conclusions. The 
dissuasive effect is inexistant and the population 
has never been as badly protected, whereas the 
convict is subject to outrageous punishment. 

Those who give such heavy (mandatory) sentences, 
denounce them, and the prison inmates feel the 
repercussions. 


Qur approach is not meant to give justification 

to nomicide or any other type of crime but rather 

to develop a more humane form of punishment . 

Instead of imposing a minimum sentence of 25 years 
in prison, why not set a maximum time for incarcera- 
tion? 


"Charter of Rights for Prisoners" 

"Sublata Causa Tollitus Effectus", in Latin, means: 
suppress cause and the effect will disappear. It's 
with this in mind that we should write up a charter 
enumerating the inalienable rights of prisoners. 

We should try to eliminate the conditions in 

which prison riots originate. We should concentrate 
on causes and not the many effects. 


We firmly believe that by eliminating privileges 
and transforming them into inalienable rights, 
we will make a great step forward. Punishment 
starts in prison, for a convict, and that's 
precisely where it should end also. A prisoner 
is sent behind bars as a punishment and not to 
be punished. That's an important distinction 
that's not always observed. 


We have no written charter nor a plan 

the "Office des Droits des Detenus" hag Sein yet 
one that we subscribe to entirely. Almost aiaee 
violent events that have occurred within pri 
walls were directed towards re-establishin ison 
a suspended privilege or righting wrongs, ee F 
one good reason to not take our request light. 8 
It is aimed at creating a healthier climate, y. 


for one 


"Conclusion" 

"A rose by any other name will smell as sweet" 

W. Shakespeare. They have tried to hide the aa 
of death, though unsuccessfully by imposing le 
mandatory sentences instead of capital punishment 
The leash is longer and the feeling of suffocation 


isn't quite as apparent, but the results are the same 
> 


death: 


To absorb the consequences of such policie. ‘ 
Units like the C.D.C. and S.H.U. had to ole 
These Special Units are, in fact, an attack on ‘ 
our physical and moral integrity when they aren't 
aimed at our elimination pure and simple. Two 
convicts have already been transferred to 
psychiatric hospitals during the last months. It 
would be very unwise to believe that we will allow 
ourselves to be lead to the slaughterhouse to be 
massacred like the Jews during the last World War, 
We will resist with all our strength, and the 
meager means we have and also with the determination 
characteristic of a sick person who has cancer but is 
determined in spite of everything to pull through, 


We demand for the reasons given above that these 
monster-producing factories be closed. They are 
as useless as they are cruel, and as dangerous as 
they are barbaric. 


ie 


Secondly, we demand that the Special program 
announced by your Ministry be immediately 
suspended. This document has been written with 
the blood of our experiences and with what's 
left of our reason and we respectfully submit 
it to your consideration. 


Edgar Roussel 


Is This The Humane Way? or... 


Is This The American Way? 


I just finished reading the August and September 
issue of "For the People". For me to say that 

the paper is good, would be an understatement, 
it's excellent ! The articles I read relate to what 
is also happening in U.S. prisons; racism, 

sexism, exploitation, oppression, and police 
brutality. Racism is used to divide prisoners. 
This way the Administration does anything they 
want to. In one article on the Polaroid Company, 
you mentioned favoritism. That is also a tactic 
used in prisons. The favored "inmates" are 

usually informers who are given soft jobs, drugs, 
and other favors. The sexism I see is on women who 
are employed by the prison, they are treated as 
"girl" and sex objects. Exploitation can be seen 
everywhere in prison. Prisoners do all the work 
while the overseers (bosses) make all the money 
and decisions. The oppression comes from the racism 
we witness every minute of the day and night, 25 
hours-a-day, 500 days-a-year. We have to work 

(we are slaves) for little or no money at all, 

in really unsafe work places. We suffer from "laws" 
rules and regulations made up by the warden and 
people in Washington, and other laws made up 

on the spot. And these laws are carried out in 

a brutal fashion by some ignorant racist guard. 

The police brutality goes on everyday, men have 
been beaten, raped, and murdered by guards here. 
Usually the victims are prisoners who have no 
family contacts. 


Here's a clear cut example of police brutality 
here at Terre Haute, home of the K.K.K. Recently 
as we all know, many Cubans left Cuba and came 
to this country. Some of those Cubans were sent 
to U.S. prisons. Approximately 30 of those 
Cubans were sent here to Terre Haute. Most of 
them are young persons, 17 and 18 years old. 
They were kept in a segregated block G-1. 
continued on page 22 


A Call To All Native Indians 


eS Se 
As members of the Brotherhood of American Indians 
organization, we greet our people from the inhumane 
confines of U.S. prisons with all our love, and ap- 
peal to our brothers and sisters to hear our voice 
and heed our call to resist the repression of Native 
people in ilashington's prisons, 


Before the arrival of the settlers and the advent of 
their barbarous prison systems across our lands, Na- 
tive people knew nothing of, and had no need for, 
the institutions they call prisons. Our people lived 
and hunted on this land a free people, willing to 
share our resources with those in need. However, the 
settlers were not satisfied and undertook to rob our 
land. 


In the process of doing so, our beloved fathers and 
mothers were massacred, brutalized, raped and burned 
out of their homes. And in the end, our people were 
herded like so many animals onto the government res- 
ervations. 


Today it is the 1980's and our people are still 
being killed, beaten, raped and forced to leave 
their Native lands. Little has changed, and the op- 
pression our people suffer under the capitalist 
system is very great. Having taken most of our lands 
and broken its treaty promises, the U.S. government 
has done nothing for our people's welfare. 


Our women are sterilized, and our children are 
taken from their poor families. Our culture is not 
taught in U.S. schools, and our people are taught 
to believe in standards of life that are alien to 
our traditions. 


eaders are hunted by the FBI for standing up 
— eae peoples’ rights, and our warriors are 

ed and imprisoned for defending our lands. Even 
so, our people fight on and we have made it quite 
clear to the U.S. governnent that our struggle con- 
tinues to burn fiercely in the minds and hearts of 


our people. 


So long as the idea of freedom lives, the Indian 
people will fight to be free. As freedom fighters, 
our bodies have been imprisoned, but the spiritual 
love we have for our people will always be free 
fron the dingy and dirty prisons of the U.S. gov- 
ernment. 


The most recent incidence of brutality was 


uated on Tommy Lanyer. The Indian bro Perpet. 
brought into segregation for a petty thes dein, 


once he was in the building, he wa: Yet 

floor and beaten by 15 police. mayne the 

handcuffed behind his back during the beating Were 

Indian people have suffered from thi 

of the U.S, government's armies, poline saa ee 
‘on 


We may be caged as if we were animals and criminals 
for breaking the white man's lays, but we are proud 
of our people and will never quit the struggle to be 
a free people. The U.S. government must never be al- 
lowed to forget our people and their rights as na- 
tives of this land. 


In Jashington state, the government acts as though 
it can forget about Native peoples’ rights by simply 
locking Indian people into its prison sysyten. How- 
ever, we have also fought to keep them from doing 
that. 


Within the last month, 30 brothers staged a rally in 
support of Native Indians who were locked in Walla 
Walla penitentiary's infamous segregation unit. 
Gathering for the event, the brothers stood in a 
half noon pattern and played sacred drums for those 
locked in segregation. 


As is their custom, the authorities called in their 
riot police and tried to intimindate the Indians who 
had dared oppose administrative policies, The Indian 
brothers were surrounded, and tower guards kept 
their rifles trained on the protesters. Even so, the 
cause was just, and the brothers stood firm and 
strong as the sacred drums beat in solidarity for 
those locked in segregation. 


This was the second rally Native Indians held in 
support of their brothers to reinforce their demands 
concerning treatment and living conditions inside 
the prison. At present, Native Indians and other 
political prisoners are on a hunger strike to pro- 
test long-standing brutality by the police against 


eta and oppressed peoples within the prison 
wi Se 


guards for decades, It is not anything new to us 
although it is still a serious violation of our zi 
native rights. 


It has been a week since we began our hunger strike. 
We will continue to strike until the government 
stops beating our people and denying us other basic 
rights. 


Considering the reppressive character of the U.S, 
governnent, we have very little doubt that we could 
very well starve to death before officials would 
make the smallest concession to our demands. ‘This ne 
know from our experience with this government in the 
past and even in the present. Many of our people are 
poor, and the great white father offers us only 
roken treaties and false promises, 


In view of this, we call on our Native people to 
lend us their support. Only in the power of our peo- 
ple as a united nation can give us the strength to 
succeed in our struggle. 


Walla Walla Brothers 


Those interested in our struggle can learn more by 
contacting: 


Northwest Prisoners Organization 
Box 20613, Broadway Station 
Seattle, Washington 

98102 USA 


13. 


Enemy Of The Sun 


may--if you wish--lose my livelihood 
may sell my shirt and bed, 
may work as a stonecutter, 
street sweeper, a porter, 
may clean your stores 
Or rummage your garbage for food, 
I may lie down hungry, 
O ENEMY OF THE SUN 

BUT 
I shall not compromise 
and to the last pulse in my veins, 
I shall resist. 


mo 


You may take the last strip of my land, 
feed my youth to prison cells. 
You may plunder my heritage. 
You may burn my books, my poems 
or feed my flesh to the dogs. 
You may spread a web of terror 
on the roofs of my village, 
O ENEMY OF THE SUN 

BUT 
I shall not compromise 
and to the last pulse in my veins, 
I shall resist. 


You may put out the light in my eyes. 
You may deprive me of my mother's kisses. 
You may curse my father, my people, 
You may distort my history, 
You may deprive my children of a smile 
and of life's necessities. 
You may fool my friends with a borrowed face. 
You may build walls of hatred around me. 
You may glue my eyes to humiliations, 
O ENEMY OF THE SUN 

BUT 
I shall not compromise 
and to the last pulse in my veins, 
I shall resist. 


0 ENEMY OF THE SUN 

The decorations are raised at the port. 
The exclamations fill the air, 

a glow in the hearts, 

and in the horizon 

a sajl is seen 

challenging the wind 

and the depths 

it is Ulysses 

returning home from the sea of loss. 


It is the return of the Sun, 

of my exiled ones 

and for her sake, and his, I swear I shall not 
compromise 

and to the last pulse in my veins I shall resist, 

Resist,--and resist. 


Sameeh Al-Quassem 


Homage To Bobby Gene Garcia 


“INMATE HANGS SELF AT U.S. PRISON" 


"Offcials at the U.S. Prison announced 
this morning that a federal inmate Bobby 
Gene Garcia, 34, Tucamari, New Mexico, 
hung himself shortly before 6:00 a.m. 


"Rushed to Terre Haute Regional Hospital, 
Garcia was pronounced dead on arrival. 
Garcia was being detained on a double 
life sentence for murder. 


"Ron Thompson, public information officer, 
made the announcement". 


Item from Terre Haute paper, Dec. 13,1980 


Bobby Gene Garcia is gone but the struggle 
for the survival of the Indian people will 
go on with one more martyr added to the al- 
ready growing list of native peoples who 
have sacrificed all they possibly could to 
bring about a halt to the genocidal poli- 
cies of the United States. 


On December 1, 1980 Bobby Gene Garcia was 
taken from the general population in the 
Terre Haute federal prison and thrown in the 
hole in Cell E-11 in what is known to the 


ie prisoners as I-UP. On Friday, December 12, 


bby was removed from his solitary 
in vor and transferred to the Breage’ 
N-2 solitary confinement at the so-calle 
"hospital". N-2 has solid steel front doors 
and sounds are muffled when the doors are 
closed and locked which is all the time 
except at feeding time. Sometime between 
midnight and 8:00 a.m. — on the graveyard 
shift - Bobby Gene GArcia was hung by a 
person or persons unknown. The threat on the 
life of Bobby Gene Garcia at the hands of 
prison officials is well documented since 
the trial of Leonard Peltier, Roque buenas 
and Bobby Gene Garcia which was held in Dec~ 
ember 1979 and January 1980. At the trial 
evidence was introduced that a conspiracy 
existed at the highest levels of government 
to assasinate Leonard Peltier. Bobby Gene 
Garcia had acted as a bodyguard for Leonard 
Peltier to protect him from an assasination 
attempt which was due to take place in the 
federal prison in Lompoc, California. The 
protection of Leonard s life was Bobby's 
primary concern, but circumstances demanded 
that they make a bid for freedom so on July 
20, 1980 Leonard Peltier, Bobby Gene Garcia 
and Dallas Thundershield made a break for. 
freedom over the double fences of the medium 
-security prison. The escape attempt ended 
in disaster when a prison employee named 
William H. Guild murdered Dallas Thunder- 
shield while he had his hands up in the air 
attempting to surrender. Guild shot Thunder- 
shield in the spine and as Dallas was con- 
vulsing in the last minutes of his life 
Dallas’ hands were handcuffed behind his 
back. Dallas Thundershield was 21 years 
old. 


Bobby Gene Garcia surrendered to authori- 
ties at the same time Dallas Thundershield 
was murdered and was taken back inside the 
prison. Only Leonard Peltier yot away. He 
was captured some five days later about 
twenty miles from Lompoc near Santa Maria, 
California. 


On May 17, 1978, I, Standing Deer, a/k/a 
Robert H. Wilson, Reg. No. 01499-164 was 
told by Chief Correctional Supervisor R.M. 
Carey and a well dressed stranger that 1 
would receive no medical treatment for my 
injured back until I agreed to help murder 
Leonard Peltier at Marion. The plot was to 
get Leonard Peltier out to the fence at 
Marion federal prison where he would be 
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murdered by a guard with a high Powered 
rifle. I was told that in return for ny 
cooperation I would have seven detainers 

in Oklahoma dropped each of which carried 

a possible life sentence. The charges were 
for armed robberies, two larceny of an auto 
and shooting a police officer. I was also 
promised a parole from thefederal system, 1 
was promised three zip guns (homemade 
firearms) that would not fire, wire cutters 
hacksaw blades, material for making dummies. 
and anything else within reason in order to 
get Leonard Peltier out to the fence at 
night so that he could be murdered in what 
would appear to be an escape attempt. I 
agreed to cooperate with Captain Carey and 
the stranger and was immediately given 
medical attention and seven days later I was 
notified that the seven life sentence 
detainers had been dropped by the State of 
Oklahoma. At the same time I learned that 
preparations had already been made for Okla- 
homa to transport me to Oklahoma City for 
trial under the Interstate Agreement on De- 
tainers. 


On July 4, 1978 I had just gotten out of the 
hospital and I met Leonard Peltier on the 
Marion yard and after a full day of discuss- 
ing sacred matters and the Indian struggle 
with Leonard I told him everything about the 
proposition that had been made to me to 
assist in setting him up to be murdered. 
Leonard told me to go along with the govern- 
ment because if I didn't pretend to be act~- 
ing on their behalf the U.S. would only hire 
another assasin whose identity we would not 
know. The rest of this bizarre story is re- 


lated in documents before the Ninth Circuit 
Court of Appeals in California. 


Following the trial, Bobby Gene Garcia was 
sent to Terre Haute Prison and we were in a 
two man cell together until one day they 
kidnapped Bobby and took him back to the 
feaeral prison in Marion, Illinois. 


Later this year Bobby was returned to Terre 
Haute Prison and was getting along real 
well. To those of us who knew and loved Bob- 
by Gene Garcia he was bigger than life and 
certainly deserved more than the tiny news 
clipping that was the official version of 
his murder. It is true he was serving double 
life plus five years but that meaningless 
designation tells us nothing of the poetic 
soul, the hard working artist who could put 
on canvas expressions of the tenderness of 
the inner man. Bobby Gene Garcia was a man 
who worshipped the beauty of our Mother the 
Earth; a man who savored each sunrise and 
grew with the beatiful and sacred things of 
his people. Bobby Gene Garcia was a relig- 
ious man who believed in the insrutable cos- 
mic law of the Great Spirit. He was always 
there when you need him whether it was for 
the purpose of helping a younger brother 
with a problem or standing by your side in 
times of trouble. He was afraid of nothing 
and he would look death in the face and 
laugh. There was not a suicidal bone in his 
body. 


I was told by Captain Carey and the stranger 
that if I told of their efforts to recruit 
me as Leonard Pelyier's assasin I was a 
walking dead man. The lives of all of those 
connected with the California trial are in 
danger. There are only two of us left. 


After thirteen years of hell, Bobby Gene 
Garcia has gone home to rest, but by the 
sacrifice he has made our culture and Tun- 
kashila Wankan Tanka will be good to him. We 
have lost a brother but his death will never 
be thought of as a "suicide" by those of us 
who know. Bobby Gene Garcia watched help- 
lessly as Dallas Thundershield laid his head 
on a rock and died while his blood flowed 
like a river. Nobody witnessed Bobby's mur- 
der except the murderer(s). 


We will never forget you, dear brother, and 
the entire world is the less because of your 


passing. Perhaps your murder will cause new 
blood to take up the struggle for the liber- 
ation of our people and the freeing of. Leon- 
ard Peltier. Now we shall see what our sup- 
porters are made of. Now we shall see if 
they can keep Leonard and me alive. But you 
can rest, Bobby, knowing your Brothers and 
Sisters have been honored to have had you in 
our lives for even those few years you were 
on the face of our Mother. 


In the Spirit of Crazy Horse, 


Standing Deer 


o_o 


Since writing this eulogy Standing Deer has 
been kidnapped without notice and segregated 
in a solitary confinement cell in the U.S. 
Medical Center for Federal Prisoners in 
Springfield, Missouri. Following the trans- 
fer of Standing Deer on Decenber 16th, 1980, 
the Terre Haute administaration told attor- 
ney Jessica Cooke that Standing Deer had 
been sent to the Medical Center for psych- 
iatric observation. In Springfield, however, 
Dr. Nelson told the prisoner that he had 
been transferred in order to. receive medical 
attention for his injured back. In a letter 
dated December 20, 1980, Standing Deer 
writes, "They can't get their stories 
straight. I know Bobby did not commit sui- 
suicide and they know I know. Evidence is in 
the hands of Carbondale attorneys...I am re- 
fusing all food and drugs I can't identify. 
When the pain gets too bad I take two Tylen- 
ol. The doctor removed me from the medica- 
tion I can identify and I am afraid of being 
poisoned or incapacitated to the point I 
won't be able to defend ny life...The door 
to my cell is steel and it completely 
soundproofs the cell. If they intend to kill 
me, this is the best place they've had me." 


The murder of Peltier co-defendent Bobby 
Gene Garcia and the previous beatings of 
Peltier witnesses David Owens, Christopher 
A. Hulett and Donald Gene Richardson shows 
the determination of the State to retaliate 
against the defence witnesses for their role 
in exposing the government conspiracy to 
have Leonard Peltier assasinated. It is ab- 


solutely crucial to prevent the murder of 
the main Peltier witness, 


Standing Deer. 


and the 

ite to U.S. senators, congressmen ¥ 
veeaawe of both Terre Haute and Springfield 
penitentiaries demanding that Standing Deer, 
a/k/a Robert H. Wilson 01499-164, be trans 


ferred back to Terre Haute, Indiana. 
Warden 

oe Medical Center for 

Box 33 Federal Prisoners 

Terre Haute, IN Box 4000 

47808 USA Springfield, MI 
65802 USA 


.o ee see ea 
Discrimination Suit 


PART _I 


bruary 25th, 1980, five women inmates at the 
meh carovina Correctional Center for Women 
(N.C.C.C.W.) filed a discrimination suit in Fede- 
ral Court against the State of North Carolina, Dep- 
artment of Corrections. The women, Karen Batton, 
Kathy Stokes, Linda Stokes, Terry Hamm and Kathy 
Jones have asked for equal rights and opportunities 
of the male prisoners of North Carolina. The North 
Carolina Correctional Center for Women, located in 
Raleigh, N.C., houses at average 600 inmates. 
However, the prison was designed to house only 
250 to 300 inmates. Of 82 prison units in the 
State of N.C., only two of these units house fem- 
ale inmates. One of these units, Cameron Morri- 
son Youth Center (CMYC), is for youthful offen- 
ders and also house male inmates. N.C.C.C.W. is 
the only prison in N.C. that houses females only. 


Male inmates in N.C. are housed accurding to cus- 
tody grade, crime status and age. The female in- 
mates with the exception of youthful offenders, are 
housed together at N.C.C.C.W. without regard to 
custody grade, crime status and age. Male prison- 
ers, spread all over N.C., have greater access to 
work release opportunities, employment, parole and 
access to their own families and legal counsel. 
The women at N.C.C.C.W. may only seek work release 
in the Raleigh area. Therefore, the women have 
limited access to employment, parole, legal coun- 
sel and their families as a result of their place- 
ment in N.C.C.C.W. Male prisoners who apply for 
work release are screened by professional staff. 
The women at N.C.C.C.W. were screened by a Roman 
Catholic nun until recently, who was not quali- 
fied by education, training or experience to sup- 
ervise a prisoner's work release application. 


Since 1972, Central Prison, a male-oniy maximum- 
security unit in N.C., has provided an in-patient 
medical and psychiatric hospital for male inmates. 
This facility is fully staffed by physicians, 
psychologists, registered and licenced practical 
nurses and other professional staff on a full- 
time basis. The women at N.C.C.C.W. have no in- 
patient medical and psychiatric hospital unit 
supervised by full-time professional staff. 


Around January 1, 1980, an in-patient facility 
for the treatment of psychiatric patients was 
completed. However, due to being understaffed 
no one is allowed to become an in-patient. When 
the mental patients of N.C.C.C.W. become a nui- 
sance, they are housed in Dorm C, a segregation 
building at the women's prison, 


Male prisoners have a broad range of training pro- 
grams to use upon their release. The North Carolina 
Correctional Center women are encouraged to do fema- 
le role stereo-type jobs. Only three marketable 
skills are available: cosmetology, upholstery and 
secretarial science. In order to enroll in cosme- 
tology or upholstery you have to be a year away 
from parole, and you need to know basic typing to 
enroll in secretarial science. What about the Tong- 
termers or the ambitious woman? 


The discrimination suit was also filed to eliminate 
the denial of civil rights and to improve the treat- 
ment and conditions at N.C.C.C.W. 


Kenneth Harris, Superintendant and Correctional Ad- 
ministrator of N.C.C.C.W. lacks the educational 
background,training, experience and demeanor to 
manage the women's prison or to protect and respect 
the rights, privileges and immunities of the women 
prisoners. 


Because of the pressing population at N.C.C.C.W., 
reception for the new arrivals is often full and 
forces the newcomers to be housed in Dorm C, the 
segregation unit. This is especially true from 
November to February of each year. The dining hall 
at N.C.C.C.W. is infested with rats and roaches, 
therefore mantaining an unsanitary facility for 
the preparation and storage of food. 


The matrons and guards at the N.C.C.C.W. are ina- 
dequately trained. Many new staff members receive 
on the job training on third shift while the popu- 
lation of inmates are sleeping. When their shift 
is transferred they are considered "trained" to 
handle the management of the inmate population, 

to recognize health and psychiatric problems and 
to cope with the emotional needs of the incarce- 
rated. 


The five women plaintiffs have asked for relief in: 
1. an immediate preliminary hearing; 

2. a protective order prohibiting defendents from 
continuing to harrass and intimidate plainti ffs and 
denying them adequate access to counsel during the 
pendency of the suit; 

3. to institute equal practices and programs for 
female prisoners with those of the male prisoners; 
4. an injunction prohibiting Defendent Harris from 
serving in the capacity of Correctional Adminis- 
trator; 

5. an award to plaintiffs and their class of reas~ 
onable attorney fees and costs and such addi tional 
and alternative relief as may be just and proper. 
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PART IT 


Kathy Stokes and Karen Batton, plaintiffs in 
the discrimination suit, are housed in the segre- 
gation unit. Kathy Stokes was put in segregation 
on June 27, 1979, for escape. The director's 
Sub-Committee Board (DSC) decided in July Kathy 
should remain in segregation. The DSC board aave 
her a six-month review for January 1980. Karen 
Batton was put in segregation on September 9, 
1979 for escape. In October, the DSC board de- 
cided Karen should remain in the segregation 


unit and gave her a six-month review for May 
1980. 


In January 1980, Karen was given an early review 
date and was scheduled to meet the board with 
Kathy on January 25th. Kathy and Karen's relea- 
se from segregation were denied. Kathy was sche- 
duled to meet the board again July. Karen was 
scheduled to see them in May, her original rev- 
jew date. In May, Kathy's review shortened so 
she could meet the DSC board with Karen. On May 
19th, 1980, Kathy and Karen's release were again 
denied. Both women were scheduled to meet the 
DSC board in November 1980. However in Septem- 
ber, Kathy was reviewed before the DSC board. 

Her release was again denied. Kathy will meet the 
board again in March, 1981. Her release is not 
guaranteed then. 


The Director's Sub-committee board is a board from 
downtown consisting of five members. This board 
is supplied with recommendations from Superinten- 


dant Harris for each woman scheduled to be seen 
by them. 


Kathy has been in segregation for 17 months. Karen 
has been in for 14 months. Neither Kathy nor Karen 
have been given any opportunities to prove they are 
not escape risks. Kathy and Karen are allowed one 
hour of exercise daily in a small fenced-in area. 
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The remaining hours are spent in their 9X12 ft. 
cells. 


Terry Hamm, also a plaintiff in the suit, was sud- 
denly transfered te Cameron Morrison Youth Center 
on May 12, 1980, after the February filing of the 
suit. Terry was shipped away from her family who 
lives in Raleigh, N.C., to a strange institution. 
Was Terry removed from N.C.C.C.W. in an attempt 

to get her to withdraw from the discrimination suit 
against the Department of Corrections? 


Superintendant McDade and Harris had threatened to 
take punitive measures against the plaintiffs for 
violating orders not to discuss prison conditions 


with their counsel. Were these the punitive mea- 
sures? 


PART III 


Women beine the minority of the system still have 
a great desire for their rights as prisoners. In 
the construction of prisons, - women were and are 
seemingly an afterthought left neglected until 
someone speaks out in their behalt. The discrim- 
nation suit, filed in February 1980, was initiated 
for the women of N.C.C.C.W.. The plaintiffs are 
demanding their rights. Many of the women at 
N.C.C.C.W. fear the change the suit demands and 
the action the authorities will take once they 
participate. In spite of their fears, the women 
are coming together, gathering strength and fight- 
ing back for better conditions, treatment and op- 
portunities. 


Most of the influence applied by the authorities 
is mental pressure. It is continuously sugges- 
ted N.C.C.C.W. will turn maximum-security and mi- 
litary in staff as a result of the suit. Those 
women who are aware of their envirounent know 


N.C.C.C.W. is practically maximum-security ana 

military in staff now. The authorities already 
have plans to rid of the honor-grade women, the 
committed youthful offenders (CY0O's) to put up 
razor wire, and, in short, turn N.C.C.C.W. maxi- 
mum-security. 


Their other means of mental pressure is to ship 
women to and from CMYC, away from their families 
and forcing them to adjust to new environments 
and pressures. Plaintiff Terry Hamm, a long- 
termer, was shipped to CMYC in spite of the fact/ 
policy that CMYC is for CYO's. Most inmates 

sent to CMYC are inmates with less than 25 years 
or serving a CYO sentence. 


The women find they are often harrassed, interroga- 
ted, threatened and left confused, frustrated and 
angry. Defendent McDade suggested to Karen Batton 
it was "dangerous to play with the system". Defen- 
dent Harris, like McDade, suggested to Karen that 
“without cooperation she could spend a lot longer 
than necessary in segregation". Karen was follow- 
ing orders from her attorneys not to discuss legal 
matters with Harris. While most inmates escaping 
from N.C.C.C.W. spend 15-105 days in segregation 
without meeting the DSC board, Kathy and Karen 

seem to be an exception to the rule. 


Supportive letters can be sent to: 


M. Mayer Hassle Karen Batton 


Paralegal 1034 Bragg St. 
P.0. Box 2596 Raleigh, N.C. 
Raleigh, N.C. 27610, U.S.A. 
27602 U.S.A. 


ee 
The Birth Of Hatred 
a ae a Ras 


I just re-read your last letter Over again 

and as always, I certainly enjoy reading them 
and writing to you. I will tell you in this 
letter as to why I have so much hatred and bit- 
terness in me today and everyday. 


It all started in Guelph Reformatory in 1961 
when a pig came to my cell and asked me what 
was bothering me. He already knew so he told 
me that my partner had been shipped out. He 
smiled evilly (to this day I hallucinate about 
this hack). I even hear his voice. 


"You see, the superintendent gets a little 
worried when you rebellious ones start getting 
too chumay. So he breaks it up before there's 
any problems. Too bad ain't it? You guys were 
Pretty thick. I bet you'll miss him." 


The pig laughed and went down the hall. That 

was 19 years ago and I see it as plain as if it 
were a year ago. My partner was killed by a 
beating the pigs put on him. When I was told two 
days later, I promised that I would get them 

or at least one of them. 


I sat there on my cot, my fists clenching and 
unclenching, knowing that I would have it out 
with one of the Pigs soon, 


Allen had become more to 
brothers had been on the outside. He was 

my friend, my soulmate, my anchor to Sanity, 

I loved him (not in a sexual way). Now, because 
of Allen giving me a reason to start looking 
forward to things again, the Superintendent 
had separated us. He was worried that maybe 

we were getting the Smarts; can't have that 

if you're a prisoner. Right? Right! 


me than even my 


At that time (like now) I felt a sudden white 
heat of anger encompassing my body, my mind 
and my soul. If a dumb brute was what they 
wanted me to be, well then I'd deliver it to 
them in spades. 


Three days later, while I was going to the 

basement, I saw the Superintendent. [ walked 
up to him and said that I would like to send 
a card and flowers for Allen. The request was 


denied. I started to walk away. I turned around 
and walked up to him, 


didn't say a word, belted 


him, knocked him down, kicked him in the face. 
Then a guard snuck up and smashed my head with 
a club. The lights went out. 


I woke up three days later, naked, bruised, 
head pounding , in isolation number one. 


They started to work me over at different 
hours. Every time I'd fall asleep, they'd 
sneak in and bang, bang, bang. Another 
prisoner in isolation number one told me that 
they had started a raffle - how many blows from 
a stick would it take to knock me out? 


There was a window in the ceiling of the 

cell which the hacks used as an observation 
point. When I had finally fallen into a doze 
of exhaustion, they would tiptoe down, sneak 
in and bang, they would hit me with a club. 
One prisoner overheard a hack say, "I can 
knock him out with two or three blows". He 
would come in and take his shots. The others 
would watch to see if I was conscious or stir- 
ring or what. 


They made an animal of me. I screamed gibberish 
at them, cursed them, and tried to get at them. 
The spittle would be coming out of my mouth, 
dribbling down. I cursed the hacks, their 
families, their fathers and mothers, and every- 
one else I could think of. I'd try to rip the 
door out to get them. The Prisoner who was 
beside me in isolation number one told me one 
day to go to sleep and when he heard them com- 
ing he would bang on the wall. I later ended 

up marrying his sister. 


They used to laugh. It was a big joke for 
them. They'd watch me rave, collapse and 

then they would come sneaking in again. (My 
six man fell asleep.) Bang, bang, bang, and 
out they'd go. All this because I struck their 
Superintendent. 


My time in isolation came to three years. 

(1 was doing two years less a day, plus 

another two years less a day.*) First there 

was thirty days in the strip cell on bread 

and water. Then they started to feed me a hot 
meal every third day; then every two days. 

After a few weeks I was put into isolation 

number two, where I could have clothes and smokes. 
I got regular meals, could shave, had a sink and 
toilet. 


After three years, I got out of isolation. 
But these were only the first three years 
in my cycle of total rebellion. I kept go- 
ing back to isolation, kept getting into trouble, 


At times my situation actually drove me crazy. 
One day I casually decided to break up my cell. 
I pulled the sink out of the wall as if it 

was paper, ripped out the toilet and smashed 
it against the door, then stoood there very 
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sedately while the goon squad, the guys who 


really went to work on me, 
ually looked at them as if 


came down. I cas— 
to say, "What the 


hell are you doing?" The water was flowing 


out from the 
were busted, 
4 cigarette, 
wrong. 


as if there wa 


toilet and sink, all the pipes 
and I was leaning there smoking 


8 really nothing 


They hit me with knock-out gas, and I woke 


up in a padded observation 
bin. I looked around 
am I doing up here? How'd I 
couldn't imagine. 


cell in the psycho- 
and said, what the hell 


get up here? I 


The nurse, who wasn't a bad 


soul, came up and 


asked me, "You don't remember what happened?". 


Then she told me what I had 


done. 


I told her that it’ wasn't true. I didn't go 


out of my mind. 


She said, 
of sanity" 


"Let's say it was 
because I ripped 


a temporary loss 
out the sink, 


toilet and bed. She asked me how the hell 
did I twist it the way I did. The bed frame 
looked like a cyclone hit it against a stone 


wall or something. 


I didn't remember this at all, but too many 


Prisoners told me about it, 


I had to accept it. 


Naturally it was the talk of the prison. 


The Superintendent wanted the Psychiatrist 
to commit me to the Psycho-bin, but the prison 


psychiatrist wouldn't do it. 


In a week I was 


back out in the Population looking for the 


Superintendent. 


Every year at this time, I write about the 


beatings I have had by the p 
night is the eve of Allen's 
of the pigs, fucking, dirty, 
will write about the time th 
me, but thanks to a doctor, 


igs because to- 
death at the hands 
swine pigs. I 

ey almost killed 

I beat them. But 


Allen was alone. I send flowers and a card to 


his family and have a very g 
with his family. He was the 
I ever had in this world. 


Your's 
solida 


ood relationship 
best friend that 


in struggle and 
rity, 


Brian La Freniere 


_—_ 


*In Canada, prisoners do fed 
get a sentence of two years 
less than two years such as 
day" will send them into the 


eral time if they 
or more. A sentence 
"two years less a 
Provincial system. 


esis am i a arent 
Cries For Help Ignored 


T am an inmate at the Millhaven Maximum-Security 
Penitentiary serving six years for arson. I am pres~ 
ently 20 years old and I am one of the victims in a 
penitentiary that should in reality be in a psych- 
jatric facility instead. I have spent all my teenage 
years in various mental hospitc!s including Pene- 
tang Oak-Ridge Maximum-Security Hospital which is 
reserved for the criminallv insane and people with 
serious mental problems. ~ was transferred out of 
Penetang to the Regional Psychiatric Centre at the 
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former Kingston Penitentiary. The only x, 
transferred out of Penetang is Becstien rgey lh) 
penitentiary time and Penetang is very reluctant’ t 
detain people in their facilities who are doing ae 
time. However it was stated that I was deemed ex- n 
tremely mentally disturbed and also a manic d 
ive and should therefore be returned to Penet 
determine whether or not I would be able to £, 
as a responsible and capable citizen in the commun 
ity. This has occurred to many people I have come 
into contact with, and these people have been in 
Penetang for many years after their time expired, 
This similar situation will happen to me unless I do 
something about it. The thing is I have but the pen- 
itentiary authorities are completely ignoring my 
requests for a return transfer to a psychiatric fa- 
cility now, not when my time is up. 


epress~ 
ang to 
Unction 


I want the assessment or treatment now so that 1 
can straighten things out and therefore be mentally 
capable of surviving in the community when my time 
expires. It certainly doesn't make too much sense 
doing it the other way but that's the way the auth- 
orities prefer to do things. I don't think that's 
right. Iwas transferred out of Kingston Peniten- 
tiary to Warkworth Medium-Security Institution in 
Peterbourough. I was strongly recommended for a re- 
turn transfer to a psychiatric facility by the chief 
psychiatrist and two psycholigists. I was supposed 
to go and nothing happened for eight months and I 
naturally would start to grow impatient. I told 
these people many times verbally that I wanted to 
return to the Mental Hospital and they never listen- 
ed. I got into some trouble at Warkworth and I was 
transferred to Collins Bay Penitentiary. I was also 
strongly recommended for a return transfer to a 
psychiatric facility there too. I was then transfer- 
red to Joyceville Institution. I got into serious 
trouble in Joyceville and was heavily and strongly 
recommended for a return transfer to a mental health 
facility. Instead I was being transferred to Mill- 
haven Penitentiary. I was told there was a bed shor- 
tage at the Regional Psychiatric Centre and the 
transfer to Millhaven was only temporary. I have 
been in Millhaven for almost a year now and am still 
waiting to be returned to a psychiatric facility. 1 
only have ten months left to serve of my six year 
sentence and I have been waiting one and a half 
years already just to be returned to R.P.C. for a 
lousy assessment and I am still waiting. 


Since I came to the penitentiary I have learned to 
be extremely disrespectful and hostile towards the 
staff and authorities and constantly and deliber- 
ately disobeying the rules and regulations and 
always seeking revenge. I have mutilated my arms 
many times and I have scars to prove it. I have 
physically acted out in the pen and physically as- 
sauted a few people with weapons because the author- 
ities would completely ignore me verbally so I have 
to take physical action. Note: The authorities then 
wonder why people behave the way they do. All they 
are doing is deliberately stalling ay transfer ve 
psychiatric hospital because of what Penetang sald- 
I look at things this way: if they can stall the re~ 
turn transfer for one and a half years already, what 


is to prevent them from stalling the return transfer 
for another 10 months and then return me to a psych- 
iatric facility for a so-called assessment and then 
keep m there for years to come? It has happened to 
many people and there is nothing to prevent the same 
thing from happening to me. It is not true when I am 
told there are not enough beds available at R.P.C. 
because I have seen many guys go ahead of me to 
R.P.C. while I am here in Millhaven and these guys 
are older than myself (like almost twice my age) 
and much more capable of surviving in here than I 
am. Yet they are over there and I am sitting in here 
getting more mentally deranged every day. There is 
not a day that goes by that I don't feel like doing 
very serious physical harm to myself and I have 
mentioned this to the authorities and they do no- 
thing but make matters a lot worse. They just ignore 
everything. Everything I say or do. Instead of me 
getting better I am getting worse. Worse than I have 
ever been in my life. 

#3138 Mr. Thomas Logan 

Millhaven Penetentiary 


Is This The Humane Way? 


continued from page 12 
And they are not allowed any contact whatsoever with 
American prisoners. They have lodged numerous 
complaints with guards/administration but nobody 
cares (they are the "new niggers"). So last week, 
out of sheer desperation they tore G-! apart. 
Toilets, sinks, electrical wiring, and windows 
were smashed. They literally destroyed G-1. In 
answer to laws being broken, the "master" (warden) 
sent in his police (the guards), most of whom 
are well over 6 feet and weigh over 200lbs., 
against men who's average height is 5 ft. 5 inches. 
The guards were all riot equipped with shields, 
helmets, batons, gas, gas-masks and other 
“protective gear". I was told by prisoners who 
are repairing G-] that the place was covered 
with blood. After the attack on the Cubans, 
they were transferred to other isolated places 
in the prison. Some were sent to N-2, an isolated 


hospital ward. The guard in charge of the Cubans 
is a little ruthless racist punk (Officer 
Ruckshaw), who enjoys tormenting people. I mention 
this punk because he is responsible for the Cubans 
getting another beating and being injected with 
Prolexin. One day last week this little punk 

came into the Physiotherapy room and gave us 
several fish dinners. A few hours later while 

I was on the first floor, I heard the Cubans 
yelling and breaking out windows in their cells. 

I happened to go to the second floor and I saw 
guards beating on one Cuban who looked to be 

about 14 years old. Upon seeing me, some of the 
guards rushed to the locked door and told me 

to leave. 


The next day I was told by another prisoner 

that the fish dinners given to us by the little 
racist punk guard, actually belonged to the 
Cubans. This punk was bored and wanted excitement. 
So he gave the Cubans’ food away, knowing 

they would protest. And also knowing that there 
wasn't anybody who would be able to translate 
their protest. 


It's a little late but I'm protesting the 
beating and drugging of these Cubans. They have 
committed no crimes in the country and yet they 
are deprived of their"freedom" and beaten and 
treated worse than animals. I'm also protesting 
the forced drugging of my comrade, Anthony J. 
Pina, at Walpole state Prison. Tony and I have 
been comrades ever since I entered Walpole. 
Recently the Administration had him sent to 
Bridgewater State Hospital because he was working on 
a suit on my behalf. The suit was to be sent to 
the United Nations. 


I ask you all to support prisoners, we are 
yesterday's citizens, we are human beings like 
you. The way things are out in the communities, 
many of you could be prisoners tomorrow. We've 
all got to support each other, against our 
common enemy, this capitalist system which per- 
petuates racism, sexism, exploitation, and every 
form of madness known and unknown to us. You 
all out there are prisoners too, you just don't 
realize it yet. Put away personal differences 
and come together to fight this monster which 
is killing people all over the world...UNITE! 


In closing, I send you all my revolutionary love, 
A lota continua, 
your comrade, 
o+e++Parky.... 


a 
On The Run 


I would like to discuss the idea of the Hete 
that is needed by prisoners when Le esis 
han the o 
run, For reasons other ¢ 
coat ones that I may have - Beene ened. 
ever faced with the situation myse . 
discussed the possibilities Hees 
i d fact tha 

ners. It is a stone col : 

haxdese part of escaping 1S not the Lge 
escape — getting over the fence or oe a 
whatever, though that may be difficu a 
times - it is what one must do after. 


Usually one finds himself in a position 
where one must get some money fast - if 

only for travelling purposes. This of course 
leads to the necessity of some kind of crime 
- which means heat - which an escaper should 
be avoiding. At least it will probably lead 
to an association with people who for some 
reason or another have heat on them. 


I know I'm stating the obvious here but sur- 
prisingly enough I have seen many beautiful- 
ly planned and executed escapes thwarted by 
a seemingly careless or thoughtless crime 
committed by the ex-prisoner. This is what 
happened to me. Not that I have anything 
against certain types of ‘crime’ if it 
achieves the proper purpose. In my case this 
time it didn't. 


I will say that even knowing or being aware 
of all this beforehand didn't prevent me 
from being caught. The biggest problem I 
had here in the USA was the lack of I.D. - 
mostly this was due to ignorance because 


I've found out that phony I.D. is easily 25. 


obtainable, especially in California, Th 
second thing of course is money - even S 
though I had some help — it wasn't enoy 
Even so ~ with very little money — Genes 
proper I.D. one could get by. The betccese 
I1.D., the easier it is to get by. the 


So if one were to start a littl 
these lines, I would suggest ch 
the various methods of obtainin 
and if nothing else keep the information 
handy for anyone who needs it. Here in Cal. 
ifornia, and in many states, it ig semi- 
-legal to use names other than your legal 
own. There is a book called The Paper Trip 
published in LA that gives a Pretty good 
run down on the various ways of getting 
lost with another name. Underground book- 
stores in LA or SF could get that book 

for interested people as a starter. [ don't 
have anything right now about phony I.D.5 
in Canada, except that they are hard to 
find. I think one would have to have a good 
counterfeit set-up for S.I.N. cards, 
driver's licences and birth certificates, 
as well as access somehow to S.I.N.s that 
one could actually use to get welfare etc. 
How this could be done in Canada, I don't 
know. I'm sure there must be a way - if 
someone looked hard enough. 


© Project on 
ecking out 
8 phony 1,p, 


Another thing outside suppagrters could do 
would be to establish some sort of safe 
houses. This is essential for the first few 
days at least. Of course establishing con- 
tact and credibility with potential escapees 
is paramount. If no one feels they can trust 
you they're not going to go to your safe 
house. 


I'm sure that I'm not helping too much in 
the way of information and generally I'm 
stating the obvious - but I repeat - it 
seems to be these obvious things that 'we' 
overlook. Maybe someone will be helped. 


Right now my status here is uncertain. I 
have an immigration hold on me and I'm to be 
sentenced on November 14th for assault with 
a deadly weapon - not as bad as it sounds. 
The maximum is four years. I was originally 
charged with armed robbery but my lawyer 
plea-bargained that down - of course the 
D.A. is aware of my status as an escaped 
Canadian prisoner with outstanding charges 
in Canada. I think they are going to tap me 
on the wrist and turn me over to Canada for 
whatever. But I'm not out of it until I'm 
out of it - I'm still learning - and if 
there is no other way - I'll be trying 
again - armed this time with a little more 
knowledge, knowing a little bit more and 
knowing some more people - its far from 
hopeless ~ believe that. 


Same thing some months ago). Otherwise the entire 


Responses To Tunnel Vision —_iseue nas outstansing, 


——————akt 
Dear Comrades: Okay, that is enough for today, I'll be looking to 


hearing from you before too long. I am, incidently, 
a Marxist rather than an anarchist, but 1 doubt that 
will be any problem for a long time to come. Bye for 
NOWs eee 


Y 


I just finished reading the Bulldozer and would 
like to offer some general comments on same, 


First of all, with regard to the article "Anarchist 
Misconceptions": While in general agreement with the 
central thrust of the article, 1 do not support the 
notion of exchanging one form of tunnel vision for 
another. It is of course true that not enough atten- 
tion has been given to extra-legal forms of prisoner 
support work, but it does not necessarily follow 
that legal forms of such work should be tossed over~ 
board. The movement must develop on at least two 
levels, legal and illegal, neither of which can be 
effective without the other. Mass work is not aimed 
at making the prisons more comfortable places to 
live, but rather to organize prisoners into the ov- 
erall struggle for democratic rights, including the 
right of a people to overthrow a government not 
serving their interests. while reforms are gained 

as a result of these efforts, as a by-product, the 
objective 1s to gain the space necessary to prepare 
for the next round of the struggle. It is our rights 
to organize, educate, and defend ourselves that ir 
of central importance. Moreover, if everyone saia to 
hell with the struggle on the inside - arbitrarily 
branding it as reformist - there would be no context 
in which revolutionary cadre are developed. In ad- 
dition to the struggle on the inside being a school 4 
for revolutionaries, it also allows advanced people ( i 


on the outside to know who is worthy of liberation. D . 

It has been my experience that people who do not = — Socom 
The Law(Which Is Not Concerned 

With Truth And Justice) 


fight back on the inside don't fight when released 

either. The author of the article should have empha- 
sized the need for more focus on armed or extra- 

There is no failure to communicate, 

no misunderstanding on my part. 

I understand. 


Love and struggle, 
Edward Allen Mead 


legal work without downgrading the importance of 
mass work 


The profit and property - 
some call it the Bourgeois mentality - 
Prevails on every level of Society. 
Civilization reeks of it. 


And I, 
I am only one man caught up in it's madness, 
it's sadness, 
but its alright - 
I'll get over it. 
They - 
They must live with it 
all their lives . 


I never wanted it - 


: ‘ " t 
One other more or less critical comment, and that is don't want it now. 


that photographs of liberated POWs should not be 
published in revolutionary journals unless there is 
Good reason to do so. Anyway, that was my thought 
when 4 saw your picture of Assata Shakur on page 26 
(Arm The Spirit, who should know better, did the 


If I am to suffer for that refusal I can only say to 
myself that pain is but a sure sign that one is alive, 
and if they kill me for my refusal I can only accept 
the fact that death is but the greatest liberation. 
24. Carl Harp 


Responses To Tunnel Vision 


ted to 
I read the article on Tunnel Vision. I wan 
tell you that I do like the article and agree with 


it, as far as it goes. 


ve some further thoughts on the subject, based 
Eheaios experience. when I first got into prison 
work, about seven years ag0, I had some very roman- 
tic ideas. I saw myself, for example, as a potential 
link in a "Pole Star" route, a la one of the minor 
followers (a white one) of Harriet Tubman. I even 
began to act on this notion as the opportunities 


came up. 


I learned first, the obvious: be leary of drunks and 
junkies. I think Harriet did not have as much chen- 

ical dependency to deal with in her time as we have 

now. 


And second, I learned what was not obvious to me, in 
advance: trustworthy people always talk. I can think 
of about 20 very specific examples to share with you 
- and of course I have no intention of sharing then. 
Trustworthy people may talk, but at least sometimes 
they can avoid writing it all down. (No, these were 
not 20 escapes I was involved in - the point is that 
I wasn't involved.) Let's say, just to get the idea, 
that once upon a time a woman I did not know at all, 
and who may not have even known my name, came into a 
hotel room and began talking a lot about a certain 
topic. She was not talking to me, out 4 was in tne 
roon, almost a part of the conversation - on the 
next bed over. This woman was at that time some- 
body's girlfriend. To say the least I was appalled 
at such talk. Later there was talk of a snitch. In 
ny opinion there was no need for a snitch. 


dell, so much for practice. I also have some theor- 
etical notions. Namely, that the underground rail- 
road did not put an end to slavery. 


If we focus on one person: a loved one, a well- 
-known revolutionary, oneself - it's different. 
"Free (blank) !!!" Then when (blank) is freed, we 
can go on to something else. 


If you can't focus that sharply, you will never 
achieve your goal and go on to something else: 
there are still hundreds of thousands of lives at 
stake. It is an overnhelming (crushing) responsibil- 
ity, thought of one escape at a time. After several 
attempts (and some successes) the prison-worker's 
emotions (and resources) are drained. 


And, by now, folks are beginning to be captured and 
you're back where you started. 


I got enmeshed, instead of "getting people out", 
with "keeping people out". After a while I could- 
n't tell the difference between the ones who got 

out in a revolutionary manner and the ones who 
waited passively for the parole board. In general, 
people do not stay out. I started asking myself, "Is 


this short period of out-time worth it?" Maybe it is 
- but the goal has changed. I am not freeing People 
from prison, I am getting people furloughs, 


It is a tradition among medicine people/healers to 
ask of the ill or injured one: "Do you want to be 
well?" and, "Why?" Only if these questions are an- 
swered satisfactorily - and not just in words - 
will the healer attempt the healing. And it is not 
sufficient to say, "Because it hurts!" 


WHAT WILL WE DO WITH OUR HEALTH/FREEDOM? Without a 
purpose, the operation may be a success, But the 
patient will die. 


Jane 


"It 4s not enough to be good - be good for some- 
thing!" - 


Edgar Cayce 


25. 


a 
The Rose Of Dresden 


8th Day, First Snow Moon 
At Home 


I just received your letter of the I4th, and it 
was really welcome to hear from you and rece ive 
the criticism of the BULLDOZER piece. Certainly 
I know it was rife with naiveté and trite 
cliches; it is a pleasure to respond to the 
useful criticisms of the piece. 


I feel like Russell Means must feel after 

reading the M/L comments in Akwesasne Notes 

from V.V. Rowe, editor of Sanity Now (and 

others) about Russell's article in the Late 

Summer issue -- August 1980 -- entitled 

"Marxism Is A European Tradition". It would 

help if I explained that I hoped to limit the 
audience for my "Message" to the few hundreds of 
thousands of prisoners in the jails and prisons of 
the state of mind known to the Lakota as Wasi'chu, 
which means roughly "takers of the fat" or simply 
"the Greeds". This concept is ably and amply 
explicated upon by Roberto Maestros and Bruce 
Johansen in Wasi'chu: The Continuing Indian Wars. 
(Yonthly Review Press -- 1979) I don't want to 

get tangled up in this, but at the same time I 
would Like for folks to realize that I am not 
referring to white folks in particular in 
reference to race but rather to the dominant 
cultural values which equate policeman mentality 
in the masses with goodness and right, leaving 

the masses with an almost total lack of political 
awareness. Certainly, I realize that it is actually 
a question of 2 battle of classes in the M/L concept- 
ual scheme but in my place I can deal only with the 
realities of what is -~ not what I wish it were. 
What it is in my place is a few hundred thousand 
poor in the slam, not necessarily because they are 
poor, per se, but because they refuse to compromise 
with a system that devours humanity by its very 
existence. The system which views science as an 
undisputed social good while failing to realize 
that the impersonal social processes lumped 
together under the label of technological "progress" 
are destroying the land base of indigenous peoples 
by ripping off our land and mineral resources in 
order to get "their" energy resources from our tiny 
remaining land base. My people are in danger of 
becoming extinct and this fact would not be altered 
whether the economic system was capitalist or 
communist; it is at the crossroads of science 
itself that the danger presents itself for my people 
and we intend to resist that danger to the last. 
Cultural genocide and physical genocide are one and 
the same. Assimilation is a form of genocide because 
those who are assimilated are no longer a part of 
the people and are working for the police and 
governments to overcome their own people. We are 
not a minority; we are a distinct race with our own 
language, cultural and traditional values which 
radically differ from the oppressor nation and the 


rest of the world. According to Stalin's definition 9¢_ 


te 


in The National Question we don't qualify as a 
nation because our land boundaries are not contiguous 
and other reasons, but I'll save that discussion for 
a letter because my views on that would fill too 
many pages and that is not what I want to discuss 

at chis time. 


I can only speak for myself -- and I realize I 
would be in prison whether the economic system were 
capitalist or communist -- because I refuse to 
compromise myself to any authoritarian structure 
and wherever I am I shall encourage others to do 
the same. My views can only be considered when 

they are placed within the limited context which 
spawned them. You see, I will never be free. I will 
die in prison, without question, so those of you 
who have knowledge and ability to exist in the 
world outside these confines need ponder WHAT IS TO 
BE DONE out there, and in the meantime I shall 
continue to contribute what I believe to be valid 
for those in my situation. My people on the reserva- 
tions face the same problems I do because they are 
virtually incarcerated in concentration kamps. The 
simplistic dichotomy of policemen/people is valid 
in here and I think it is also valid on the reserva- 
tions. "Technological Progress" is going to spell 
the final destruction of my people unless they 
hurry up and start another war with another victim 
to exploit for the energy resources they pretend 

to need so badly. 


It would be unrealistic for me to be expected to 
relate to the dominant culture that subjugated my 
people with a lack of rage and frustration. Rage 
because of the continuation of so-called Indian 
policies that are intended to lead to genocide; ; 
frustration because I am totally unable to contri-~ 
bute to the struggle for our very existence that 
continues unabated in this country. I can change 
nothing, nothing but the consciousness ot a small 
number of people because of spending the rest of 
my life in a maximum-security prison, but I am not 
foolish enough to believe that rebellion would 

not be crushed more rapidly and completely under 
commnism than it is under this greedy, rapacious 
capitalist system. They have said before that I am 
a national chauvinist which in their eyes is counter- 
revolutionary and if I am, so be it, but I fail to 
see how I can view it any other way -- first my 
people, then the world. 


This country has already proved they would destroy 
the world before they would give it up (Hiroshima 
& Nagasaki), by what they have never had to witness 
is 100 serious rebels in the united states. With 
all its Hydrogen and Cobalt bombs it could be 
brought to its knees, but it will never happen 
because folks are too busy sitting around discuss- 
ing theory and failing to act in any way that 
might bring them into true confrontation with the 
powers that be. It's too easy to go along with 
what is. 


Certainly I expected that enormous numbers of 
conventional ideologues would be offended by my 
"message" and, indeed, it could be no other way, 

but it should be remembered that the "message" is 

to the "Honorable Kourt" of the united states of 
america which represents a particularly diseased 
entity that, to my mind, is beyond redemption. 
Naturally, I would not expect one who does not 
reject white privilege and the evil inherent in 

the system to reject his/her own parents. Fortunate- 
ly, I have never had to make that choice because 

it was made for me at birth. I have safely been 
relieved of the obligation simply because there 

have never been any ruling class, middle class 

or even upper lower class folks in my background 

so I have never had to toy with the knotty 

problem of whether my people were evil or decide 
whether they fit the criteria of "the enemy" because 
they aren't and don't, but it surely must be clear 
to the writer of the criticism that they could very 
well be his/her enemy (although) only my people 
could answer that question. Personally I believe 
they would have much more in common than in conflict. 


I readily admit to being an absurd person living in 
an absurd world. I have safety, comfort and relative 
security living my life out in these jails of Greed 
but even so I can't be complacent about it -- I still 
feel it is my duty to teach rebellion against all 
manner of authority & government wherever I be. 


My beliefs and feelings, no matter how absurd, are 
based on a life filled with unusual experiences and 
I claim to be no leader, hero or philosopher. I 


21. 


The Bellower’s Education 


The resounding echoes 

of wasted time 
deteriorates these halls. 
Like the smell 

of death, 

it surrounds me. 


Listening, everything 


becomes military... 
m 


"That's an order 
The army boots... 
clomp...clomp... 


"Send her to the brig !" 
These dingbats 

bellow like 

on television. 


Of course, that's 
the bellower's 
education. 

They get no 
training ‘here. 


Karen Batton 


ES 


think leaders suck, heroes are dead or in jail and 
philosophers seldom act. It has been my experience 
that we can only measure people by their acts unless 
their theories contribute to moving others to action, 
but to spend a lifetime discussing the ideas of dead 
folks -- to my mind ~- neither changes or effects 
"reality" however one perceives it. Let's just 
remember the key words in "message" are "For me" -- 
the first two words of the article. What is real 
"For me" is the only reality there is and the same 
thing is true of you and every other human mammal 
organism with warm blood on the face of this planet. 


I am not without a small amount of influence in a 
limited circle but I am no part of a "leader" as 
I said before. I neither preach nor proselytize on 
behalf of my crackpot theories but I will write 
books and share my ideas with those who have the 
tenaciousness to seek me out and the capacity for 
boredom to listen long enough to grasp my rather 
curious views, however, I impose my ideas on no 
one. It is probably fortunate for the world that 
the only place one can learn my ideas (for what- 
ever evil or merit they possess) is right here at 
the federal prison at Terre Haute -- or whatever 
concentration kamp I happen to be in. It must be 
remembered the "message" is addressed to prisoners 
who are suffering literal rather than figurative 
oppression in humankinds most malignant inventions: 
the prison (or on the concentration kamps called 
Indian Reservations). The more time a prisoner 

is serving the more likely he is to agree with my 
ideas. Richard M. Nixon, does not live in an 
oppressive society and one of the critics of my 
"message" seems to be unsure if the society he 
lives in is “oppressive -- and if that critic 


doesn't notice it then for my critic the society 

is not “oppressive” (because believe me, if you 

live in an oppressive society, you'll be the first 
to notice). When one lives out his/her life ina 
spiritual wastebasket called a "prison" where 
survival from day to day is an event to be 
celebrated and growth in the midst of the repungant 
decay is @ miracle not unlike the rose that survived 
the firebombing of Dresden, then one does not have 
to wonder if s/he is living in an oppressive society: 


one knows! 


To change the subject just a bit... sometime during 
June of 1979 Judy Bissell & Leslie Mullen of the 
L.A. 5 wrote an article that appeared in Arm The 
Spirit the prisoner newspaper out of California. 
The article was entitled L.A. Colonial Violence. 
The co-authors are two sisters whom I respect 

very much; the article was well-written and of 

the utmost interest, but the experiences described 
by the article are as alien to me as if they were 
telling me about something that took place on the 
moon. The gist of the piece was about the life in 
the Sybil Brand Institute (The Women's Prison in 
the California prison business). They told about 
how they were in the process of converting the 
Black women to M/L thinking when suddenly their 
tank was invaded by several white Nazi biker mamas 
who immediately proceeded to usurp their powers 
and take the women converts on a dope, fuck and fun 
trip which the women seemed to devour and sort of 
left the Weather Underground women feeling short- 
changed. Shortly after the Nazi cum bikers came 
the jailers ordered the women that in the future 
they would be required to stand by their beds in 
order to receive their food trays. The Nazi women 
immediately bucked and told the police to get 
fucked and they agitated the other women to act in 
concert with them. Judy & Leslie and their converts 
to M/L politics (or whatever) refused to join the 
protest because they believed it served no purpose, 
was infantile and counter-productive. They were 
very principled, in my view, but dead wrong. 
Comrade George made it very clear to me that if 
they tell you to stand up to receive your breakfast 
tray you fight back. You all fight back. If the 
Nazis buck the police for any reason when you are 


all in the hole in prison everybody bucks. That is 
the reality of being in prison where they can do 
anything to you that you can't stop them from 
doing. They can kill the Nazis, but it would be a 
bit much to try and explain why everybody is dead 
(and besides, even some policemen have sense enough 
to realize that if they kill all the prisoners... 
their paychecks will stop). 


Ihave no love for Nazis, but I do have a committ- 
tent to unity and survival. Judy & Leslie said 
disciplinary procedures consisted of loss of 
privileges such as loss of visits (gad), phone 
calls (great scott), reading materials and 
cigarettes confiscated (!), loss of use of the 

TV room (the brutes!?!). Actually I don't mean 

to be facetious but I have simply never been in 
such a place. Where they put me punishment consists 
of poison gas (CS, CN & MACE a/k/a Federal Streamer), 
beatings and death. Judy graduated with a Fine 

Arts degree from the U. of Penn. in 1967; Leslie 

is the daughter of a retired Air Force colonel 
Peace KKKorps member in Afrika and she attended the 
U. of Washington. I don't mean to put them down 
because of their background (which would never 
allow the system that their parents are 

in to do bad things to them simply because they are 
not the children of the poor), but the point I am 
so laboriously trying to make is this: I love and 
support these people but we do not look out windows 
of even remotely similar experiences. The L.A. Five 
is back on the streets now —- even Clayton Van 
Lydegriff. Bernadine Dohrn, Bill Ayers and Mark 
Rudd, to name only a few are alive and kicking and 
are on the streets or soon will be and it is all 
due to their background. I know they can't help 
their background any more then I can help mine but 
that's the way things are. 


Sophiscated M/L politics are fine in theory if the 
police just deny you time in the TV room and fuck 
your visits around, but if you ever wake up in 
the belly of the beast -- I man in the bowels of 
the monster — you better seriously consider the 
dichotomy of cops and robbers and save your 
intellectual constructs for when you get out — 

if ever. If you're never gonna get out —~ like 


t'm never gonna do —- then the name of the game 
is survival without prostituting your principals 
which are radically different from people who have 
never lived true repression where they may take 


Fuck You 


—— Bulldozer is not financed through bank robberies 


P Bre Ram purse snatching or playing the rackets. If you've 

your life as the price of retaining your Caen ua Fuck you got a good scam going cut us in for a piece of the 
Try and touch as many people as prepera Cit i'll write what i want, action. Or even if you work, send us a few dollars. 
going to get out and hope the Spirit of To how 4 want, The Bulldozer is sent free to everyone on request. 


For this is my poetry! 


Our costs this issue are approximately $400. So 
Let me cry ny tears, 


Resistance will make Lion Warriors out of then. 
te please help out. Organizations who have put us on 


ee” Fake, 
Wa erst2Eey, 
wy SOE 


The strongest and most effective political alliance 
I have ever known was comprised of two original 
peoples, a Sunni Muslim, A member of the World 
Community of Islam, A member of the Black Guerilla 
Family, A member of the BLA, A Mexican, A Chicano 
and nine whites, two of whom were members of the 
Aryan Brotherhood, the rest being M/L, anarchist 
and just plain old mean lumpen. The only thing 

we had in common is we were all poor people who 
had the heel of the police too long on our heads. 
Not all of us prisoners are very smart but we 

can usually tell when the man is just fucking over 
us. The reality we face in jail is that there are 
few folks who are going to survive on correct 
political lines and the only rallying cry with 
any possibilities is "Come Together!" and "Let's 
get the policemans foot off our collective 


heads!" 


This may sound a little strange, but if the 
policeman is going to deal out any misery I want 
to be sure and get my issue and if he brings the 
food cold and everybody wants it hot, the 

policemen are going to have to wade through all 
the cold food on the floor until they decide 

they want to bring it hot. But if only three 

out of, say, eighteen prisoners want hot food, 
those three are going to get their brains scrambled 
by colonial violence. "FOR ME, the world is divided 
into a very simple dichotomy;" 


Glad you told me about Oct 5 letter. Had been 
"misplaced" along with booklets but all three 

plus letter retrieved. Encls. listed separate page. 
Everything I send is for you to publish, edit or 
throw away. I sent the Parky Piece before but 
obviously it didn't get there. 


Take care, bro. -- In Spirit, 


SterDine GRERY BLO 


smile my smiles 

smash my anger, 

and laugh my laughter 

dn my own words, 

as i leave you 

to your words; 

but then i still remember 
we are different poets, 


Freddie Jo Morry 
Archimbault 


Dreams 


I turned and saw you sleeping soundly 


in the pale moonlight 


Longing to reach out and touch you 
To relive the wonderful togetherness 
that we had shared so many times 


before. 


You awoke and reached towards me 
Gathering me into your arms 
Making me fecl the warmth and 


security of then. 
Lying next to you 


The sensation building to a passionate 


height 


Giving way to total content 
Suddenly 1 awake to the stillness 


of the night. 
Recalling my drean 


The cold confines of my cell bring 
all reality rushing back to me, 

The echoes of the night haunt me 
Making me realize that once again my 


Dreams have played a cruel joke on me, 


Slowly i fall back to slumber 


With thoughts of you 


Gypsy Chaboyer 
Kingston 


MSW 1W4 


The following publications from inside Canadian 
prisons are all highly recommended. They continue 
publication under alot of “official pressure. 
Send a dollar for a sample copy. 


The Communicator 
Box 2140 
SpringHill 

N.S. 

BOM 1X0 

$6 for 6 issues 


The Odyssey Newsletter 
Millhaven Penitentiary 
Box 180 

Bath, Ont. 

KOH 160 

$4 for 6 issues 


Tocsin 

c/o The John Howard Society 
Collins Bay Penitentiary 
Box 190 

Kingston, Ont. 

K7L 4V9 


Tightwire 

c/o Kingston Prison for Women 
Box 515 

Kingston, Ont 

K7L 4W7 


YHUENGX RISING is published 
quarterly or more often by: 
ON OUR OWN, Box 7251, Station 
A, Toronto, Ontario, Canada 
MSW 1X9. Telephone: (416)- 
362-3193. 


"The outspoken voice of 


Through the fire the psychiatric inmate" 


Anyone who is doing work or research relating to 
young people and incarceration etc, please contact. 
Calla, c/o 2810 Grandview Hwy., Vancouver, B.C. 


their mailing list should note our new address, 
P.0.B. 5052, Station A, Toronto, Ontario, Canada. 


Native Americans are holding a major conference 
at the White Earth Indian Nation in Minnesota 
June 4 to June 11. Environmental and prison 
issues are amongst the topics to be discussed. 
This conference is open to non-natives. More 
information can be gotten by writing to P.0.B. 
481, White Earth, MN, 56591, USA. Phone 218- 
983-3285 


Love and Rage: Entries in a Prison Diary, by Carl 
Harp covers the period from 30 August 1979 (San 


Quentin) to 11 January 1980 (Walla Walla). 
Available from Pulp Press Box 3868 MPO Vancouver, 
B.C. Canada. $3.95 


"The Politics of Crime" by Ed Mead, currently in 
prison in Florence, AZ is a very precise and art- 
iculate analysis of street crime and prison organ- 
ising. Available from Red Lily distributors, 

Box 141, Woodbury, TN 37190 


Black Cat Press, Box 11261, Edmonton, Alta, Canada 
TSS 2¥6 has a variety of books of a serious theor- 
etical nature free to any prisoner for the asking. 
Write for information. 


The newest issue of The Anarchist Black Dragon, 
containing articles by anarchist prisoners as 
well as general prison news is now available free 
to prisoners. Donations appreciated but not nec- 
essary for others. Write to: Solidarity Committee, 
P.0.B. 2, Station La Cite, Montreal, P.Q., Canada, 
H2W 29. 


The following support groups have newsletters or 
pamphlets available. Write to Washington Prisoners' 
Journal, c/o United Friends and Family, P.O.B. 
22094, Seattle, WA, USA 98122. Information on the 
aftermath of the Santa Fe uprising: Coalition 

for Prisoners' Rights, P.O.B. 1911, Santa Fe, 
N.M., USA 87501. Very good leaflets from WaCAP 
P.0.B. 22272, Seattle, WA, USA. 


Very tenative plans are being formulated for a 
continental day of protest for later this summer. 
If you are planning something, please let us know. 
Or for more information as to what our thoughts 
are contact Bulldozer at our Box number. This 
would include both inside and outside actions. 


___ Transfer from Springfield 


Just as this issue of Bulldozer was about to be mailed, we received a let- 
ter from Standing Deer informing us that because of the overwhelming Amer- 
ican and international support the U.S. Federal Bureau of Prisons has been 
forced to transfer him out of the Springfield Medical Center where he had 
feared for his life (see afterword to the story, "Homage to Bobby Gene 
Garcia"). / 


In this letter dated February 20, 1981 Standing Deer writes, "From the 
time I was kidnapped from Terre Haute and taken to the surgery ward at 
Springfield the letters and telegrams have poured in from all over the 
world. The response was overwhelming. The letters were from W. Germany, 
France, Spain, Amsterdam, China, Japan, Mexico, Libya, Vietnam, Canada and 
all parts of the united states. I had no idea we had so much support. I 
have had people send me copies of flyers put out by groups in New York, 
Los Angeles, Detroit, Philadelphia, San Francisco, Rotterdam, Amsterdam, 
Tokyo and other places. It blew the minds of all the jailers." 


"The upshot was that the jailers in Springfield were afraid to do anything 
to me because everybody was’ demanding a status report on me from the bur- 
eau of prisons. They never did treat my back and that was just a lie they 
told in order to have a rationale for keeping me in deadlock solitary con- 
finement. They finally quit trying to force drug me. I refused to eat for 
30 days and lost 37 pounds but it got me out of that death kamp with my 
frontal lobes intact." 


"They had oral arguments in California on Leonard Peltier's escape trial 
on January 9, 1981 and we should know something on the appeal by May or 
June. They told me before I left Springfield that if Peltier got a retrial 
and I testify for him they would bring me back to Springfield and fill me 
so full of Prolixin that I won't even know my name. I don't doubt that 
they will do it but I'll still testify unless they outright kill me as 
they did Bobby Gene Garcia." 


"After it became clear to them they were engaged in a counterproductive 
effort (because of the huge support outside) they decided to get me out 

of Springfield as soon as possible. So, at 4:00 a.m. on January 29, 1981 
five guards woke me up and put me in handcuffs, belly chains and leg irons 
(for a ten hour flight to Lewisburg, Pennsylvania). I am in the hole at 
the time of this writing, but it is not as bad as Springfield because I 

am no longer in fear of forced surgery. I have remained strong during this 
ordeal because of the strength of people such as you. I have also had the 
strength of many prisoners concerned about my safety." 


"Give my love & strength & solidarity to all in the common struggle. In 
the Spirit of Crazy Horse & Comrade George." 
Standing Deer 
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Return to: 

P.0.B. 5052, Station A, 
Toronto, Ontario, 
Canada 
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Introduction 


SEE 


“To live well is the best reyenge.” So:goes an old Spanish 
proverb. But it would do well as a summing up of our poll- 
tics. By living well, we do not mean to measure “‘well” by 
the accumulation of things. Rather what we are concerned 
about is the qualitative aspects of our lives. We do not 
commit our lives to struggle because some capitalist gets 
ten dollars an hour for our labour and we get only five. 
Such exploitation does exist and it will be ended as part of 
the process of revolution butit is not an end in itself. What 
does motivate us to action is the realization that it is only 
through struggle that we can begin to shape our own lives. 
It is only through struggling with others that we begin to 
develop our human possibilities. Unlike the ill-named 
human potential movement, which would be more aptly 
named the human limitation movement, we exercise our 
potential in opposition to bourgeois-capitalist society and 
we do not seek some comfortable niche in it To 
paraphrase Murray Bookchin: “Do we want to live our 
lives as a small shop-keeper, as a computor programmer, 
as a petty hood?” Of course not, we want to push at the 
limits — to live as revolutionaries. 


The more economistic amongst our readers might reduce 
such a cultural base for political change to simply being a 
question of life-style as though what we were concemed 
about was whether one lived in a commune or the sub- 
urbs, whether one worked ten weeks a year or fifty, 
whether one was a skin-head or a long-hair. But this is 
mere idiocy and a refusal to see whats truely radical about 
seeking a more truely human existence in a culture which 
is based on the destruction of the natural world, the nega- 
tion of the autonomous individual and the elimination of 
vibrant communities. 


The more perceptive prisoner certainly realises that above 
all, the struggle within prison is to retain a sense of one’s 
own dignity as a human being. One of the ironies of the 
opposition of the prison authorities to “politics” is that the 
vast majority of prisoners who have become political in 
prison are able to break the cycle of street crime- 
prison-street crime because they develop that self respect, 
that purpose, which allows them to direct their energies in 
less self-destructive pattems. 


Allaround the prisoner can see the tragic consequences of 
those who accept the imposition of extemal routine and 
the harsh limitation of desire and possibility that is inflicted 
upon the slaves of the state. Such a life is a living death and 
is more feared by any who value themselves than any pos- 
sible punishment that might come their way. Bulldozer 


seeks to give some sense of community to all of the 
individuals and small groups in prisons across hone 
nent who though isolated in their own situation can find 


hope and inspiration in knowing that they are not al 
with their hopes, passions and desires. sa 


Life in the factories is only different in degree rather than 


kind in so far as this monotonization of daily life is con- 
cerned. When workers feel that their own lives consist of 
working, eating, drinking and watching TV (and kowtow- 
ing to authority), they resent the fact that life in a prison 
consists of these same elements. How they wish that there 
was something more to distinguish their life from that of 
the prisoners. Out of this psychology of resentment comes 
only the demand that the standards of life for the prisoners 
be reduced rather than an effort to struggle to enrich the 
lives of everyone. 


Native struggles are clearly a case of a people striving to 
maintain and redevelop an authentic Indian culture. The 
economic demands for money from land claims and land 
itself is only a means to this end of cultural self- 
determination. For 500 years native people have suffered 
and resisted this degradation. Can a free people live in an 
unfree society? Obviously not. It is this passion for freedom 
that we support no matter who expresses it, prisoners, 
natives, women, gays, lesbians, the polish workers. Any- 
one who is asserting their will against the dead weight of 
tradition and authority. 


But we do not demand simply that the naked emperor 
puts on some newclothes. Itisnot enough that women too 
can become bureaucrats and pigs, it is not enough that 
Indians gain the material wealth to live like whites, it is not 
enough that corporate capital become state capital. Indus- 
trial society and its hand-maiden, the corporate state, has 
gotten usinto this mess. No state, no technological innova- 
tions, no change in social management will get us out. We 
are not idealists. It will be our work, our ideas, our effort 
which will once more make this world livable. 


- continued on page 45 


(SD 


Bulldozer is published by P.S.C. publishers and is regis- 
tered as such with the province of Ontario. Prison censors 
— prison mailing adresses are provided so that non- 
prisoners can write to our authors. It is not our intent to 
suggest that prisoners write to other prisoners in contrav- 


_ ention of the penal code. 


On Revolution 


We join because we believe. 


We leave because we are disillusioned. 
We return because we are lost. 


We die because we are committed. 


Carl Harp—1949-1981 


You 


1 


You! 

You who watch your children 
go sick and hungry 

and do nothing 

but shed self-pity tears. 


2 


You! 

You 

who call yourselves leaders 
Promising to fight 

for the people’s rights 
while bowing and grovelling 
to big business dollars 
vowing to mutilate 

and twist the people’s 
physical freedom 

by controlling their 

very thoughts. 


3 


You! 

You 

who scream revolution, 

rebellion and action 

to so-called brothers and sisters 
as you tremble in fear 

at breaking some foolish law 
enacted to keep the people down 
so big business can flourish. 


4 


You! 

You, 

you despicable parasites 

‘T am no longer talking at you, 
for you are as lost as i am. 


5 


No! 

Now! 

It’s to the children 
of the world 

at who i’m talking. 


6 


For it's you 

who suffer the hunger and pain, 
it's you who know 

what real tears are, 

it's you who know 

the loneliness of being ignored, 
tolerated and brushed aside 

in house-jails full of ‘grown-ups’. 


7 


It’s you! 

You children who are having 
your innocence and love 
stripped coldly out of you 

by emotionless human shells 
as they brain-wash you 

to become human zombies 
like themselves. 


8 


Yes! 

You! 

the children of the world, 

the children of today 

leam your mind and body is your own 
and what you think and feel 

is not wrong (or right) 

because some ‘grown-up’ says so. 


9 


You! 

You children 

from one to one hundred and one 
leam leadership 

leadership built with compassion, 
human understanding and forgiveness. 
‘Let no man-made thought become law 
for all thoughts and people change 

but laws only change for ‘the few’. 


freddie jo morry 


Rehabilitation Marion Style 


The fresh-fish guard sez: “We'll drag him from the 
shower and beat the shit out of him, but there’s only five 
of us so I better get on the phone and call for rein- 
forcements!” His rosy cheeks were flush with excitement 
and the anticipation, odd as it seems, already started the 
faintest hint of an erection at the thought of beating the 
naked prisoner into a quivering mass -of jelly. 


The senior guard over segregation was an old leutenant 
whose only dream was to make it to pension time in 
order that he might whither away his few remaining years 
in obscurity until he could fall to the ground like an over- 
ripe parsimmon and go splat-t-t. 


The old Lieutenant tumed to the new-boy guard who 
had the hard-on and said, ‘‘Let’s leave him alone son.” 
The old man’s voice was as quiet as mosquitoes scamper- 
ing across a field of marshmellows but it oozed and 
dripped with authority bom of many years of stomping 
testicles, using clubs, tear-gas, mace and shields on the 


4 


front lines of combat with the children of the poor when 
he spoke, his words wore the badge of finality. 


When the prisoner finished his shower the old guard 
handed him a clean towel in exchange for the two-week 
old filthy rag the prisoner had complained about. 


The new-boy guard seethed in impotent fury as he 
watched the prisoner’s rippling muscles as he dried his 
naked body. Standing lithe as a jungle cat on the stone 
gray tier, the callouses on the sides of the prisoner's 
hands gleamed like cauliflowers on black velvet. Each 
perfectly coordinated movement seemed to insolently 
mock the pot-bellied new-boy guard who was ten years 
the prisoner’s junior. 


“Wait till that old namby-pamby son-of-a-bitch retires 
and we get Lt. Steele up here in the Control Unit’’, he 
thought, “it won’t be much longer now...then I'll have 
some fun. I'll teach that scumbag motherfucker how to 
ask for a towel with respect. 


The prisoner cast a casual sidelong glance at the five 
guards until his eyes locked with the new-boy guard's. 
With great effort he stifled the smile that was in his heart 
as he thought, “Wait until ole Johnson retires next month 
and I can get my hands on that bastard Steele. If only I 
can hold out that long I think I'll eat the new-boy guard’s 
eyeballs as I tear Steel's throat out!” The thought of it 
sent chills of pleasure exploding like rockets in his brain. 
Something for his rage to feed on. A reason to get up 
tommorrow and a reason to go to bed. 


Back in his cage the prisoner thought about the new-boy 
guard. ‘Some people want to commit suicide’, he 
thought, ‘‘but they don't have the balls so they need a fall 
partner, They hire out as mercenaries and hold the key to 
freedom over other people’s heads. Then they say 
unconsciously by their actions “Please kill me...please 
put me out of my misery.” Any prisoner will do, so they 
play the fool to them all until they ring the right chime.” 


He wondered why some guards are happy just to make it 
through the day with life and limb intact. On November 
11, 1980, five guards at Brushy Mountain, Tennessee 
would have been glad if they just hadn’t made it to work 
that day. Some folks leamed from the 43 dead at Attica 
that the state will kill its own without a whim. Marin 
County Courthouse, August 7, 1970, should have shown 


them how little value functionaries within the apparatus 
held. The uprising of McAlester, New Mexico and Idaho 
taught them nothing. The three dead guards at Pontiac 
should have told them something, but it didn’t. Some 
folks leamed from the death of hanging judge John H. 
Wood Jr. (who grasped out the last of his stinking breath 
on the Texas ground after being hit in the spine by a .243 


with a sniper scoop mounted) that they bleed and die just 
like us. 


Convulsions of the spine for “Maximum John’’ just like a 
dog hit by a speeding car. Prior to his date with justice he 
delighted in the sobriquet “Maximum John’’ because he 
always gave the maximum sentence to the children of the 
poor unfortunate enough to come before his bench. He 
won't do that no more! It might not have changed a 
thing, but it did change the consciousness of “Maximum 
John” which all the rhetoric and correct theoreticians 
could or would not do. Carlos sez; “You do things with 
bullets because bullets are real.’’ Could be Carlos was 
onto something. 


In the meantime | will sit in my cage and wonder when 
will the Maximum Johns and the new-boy guards of this 
world leam that a prisoner with 1,5000 years and 5 lives 
to do, for some reason, just don’t give a fuck. 


Next month! The prisoner in our story thought with a 
smile...‘‘Next month!” he answered himself out loud. 


Standing Deer 
Marion 


accidents will happen 


Stop the arms race! 


Elimination 


1 am dedicating this little bit 

of work 
whom I love very dearly and se rose brother 
ambault Super Max. I mean Freddie Jo M pee 
been like a brother to me. ay eos 


I have spent quite a number of 
have thought about the “great sy: 
posed to have and the kind of pe 
the system. Well, my fight has 
change so that decent people | 
named and labelled can live better. The only way w 
make this change is to get others who are like us an ne 
think like us to unite together and fight for a change, ni 


years behind bars and 
stem” that we are sup- 
‘ople who make and Tun 
always been for a new 
ike us cons as we are 


The only way to do it is to take out your opponent by a 
process of Elimination. And I don’t mean out of this pic- 
ture temporarily so that the opposition can gather troops 
together and take back what is rightfully ours. | mean 
take him out of the picture permanently cause this “great 
system’”’ is slowly killing all our brothers behind the bars 
and the ones out on the streets on release. I’m speaking 
of our brothers; black and white, Indian and Chicano and 
so on. To speak truthfully, I have always been for this rev- 
olution and not just an ordinary revolution where we pick 
up the gun and go out and shoot a few people who are 
nobody imporant. After our shooting spree is over, we 
are back to block one again paying dearly for our bad 
mistakes and the mistakes of others. 


lam speaking about Multi-Cultural Revolution that unites 
all the forces together inside and outside of prison. Once 
that is done then we can sit down and talk to all our 
brothers and sisters of different nationalities and put our 
heads together and plan our strategies. After we reach a 
decison and we all have our tasks to do, then and only 
then should we pick up the gun and get out to do our 


duty. 


We serve none other than the Revolution, it's causes and 
it's functions. I support my brothers who are in Ireland 
fighting for their rights and Identity and Dignity. 1 support 
all those brothers who have died in the hunger protests. 
These brothers are Just in their beliefs as we should be 
because what applies there applies here as well and all 
prisons throughout the world. 


When one of our brothers die in a hunger strike in other 
prisons it should affect us and it does. What happens to 
those brothers happens to us as well. 


. 


I have stated before that we do have to make a change 
because now we are brainwashed to think that the system 
is great. If you start thinking along those lines you 
become programmable so that you become a slave to 
your masters and open to fulfilling your duties to society. 
Society serves the same masters as you do and society 
serves their masters well by programming you to obey. 


What I am saying is that they are vegtables and and are 
miserable and they want you as a toy to play with as they 
like in order to make you a vegtable. 


This is where Rehabilitation comes in but which I have 
yet to see. The only signs of rehabilitation are when they 
turn a good man into a vegtable and a puppet so that 
when they pull his strings he is supposed to jump up and 
respond to his master's demands and whims. He is not 
only brainwashed but a puppet and a slave. After 
rehabilitation you are now a well bonified, brainwashed, 
programmed, puppet slave, rehabilitated, fucking, walk- 
ing vegtable. So | say to my brothers and sisters in my 
predicament, we are all in this together. Let us unite and 
fight for the Right and Proper Revolution. 


Spence 


HOLSTER Y 


MS A PREGNANT 
WOMAN IN 
EVERY KISGHIN 


Prison Vortex 


lam sometimes asked, 

“Why the rage?” 

The enquiry confounds me. 
Can one question 

The fury of the flood? 

Can one question 

The turbulance of a tomado? 
What do you see when you look 
Into the swirl of a whirlpool? 
What do you see when you look 
Into the eye of the huricane? 
Are not all volcanoes volatile? 


The nature of agitation 

Cannot be changed. 

When the conditions exist 

For the inevitable reaction, 

The power of exploding pressure 
Will prevail. 


Tim England 


Outta Control 


eo eo 
Economic Barbarism 


There really isn't all that much difference between a 
prison and an outhouse. No matter how you isolate it or 
how much money you spend decorating it, it still stinks 
like hell. 


That's not to say there are no differences though. Out- 
houses served a useful purpose, cost very little and were 
eliminated as soon as possible. Prisons have never served 
a useful purpose, cost a fortune and are forever expand- 
ing, like a horror movie monster forever getting larger on 
the people it feeds itself on. From a cottage industry in the 
late fifties, it grew into a gigantic industrial conglomerate 
in twenty short years. 


Isn't that really something? An industrial conglomerate 
whose only product is human misery. Not much chance 
f it ever going bankrupt either. The people who profit 
t control the social and political structures that make 


people. A welfare system created to supply them 
menial labour whenever and whereever it’s needed 
2 prison system to regulate the economy. An econ- 
) to benefit the very few at the expense of the many. 


ian economics. In times of inflation, the govern- 
kes money out of the economy to create a down- 
g a depressed economy, money is put into 
y to create an upswing. Private enterprise 
‘oblems with that type of economic manipula- 
mments must have a huge State controlled 
r they can inflate or deflate at will. In the 
sates, the military is used for that purpose. Can- 
7S penitentiary system. 


ho might think massive research expenditures 
the same purpose, forget it. Research would 
ciscovery of products that would continue 
long after the economy reached the infla- 
The monetary fund must be a waste fund 
1 be fed into or taken out of the economy at will. 
The penitentiary serves that purpose admirably. 


role Board can regulate the number of 
4. In that manner, prison populations 
recardless of the prevalent crime 


In that sense, the term rehabilitation is mos; 
used to justify prison expenditures. It is a con 

be trotted out for every policy enacted. Even stig 
or policy is labelled rehabilitative, and has been si i 
1958, regardless of the fact that no program instituted 
since that time has made one iota of difference on the se 
idivism rate. Yet all are very costly. al 


t commonly 


The term itself has enjoyed popularity or scom depend- 
ing on the economic climate. During the second World 
War and the Korean war and the economic boom follow- 
ing them, Canada’s prisons played a very small role in the 
economy. It was during the recession of the mid and late 
fifties that they began to play a much more significant part. 
Rather than going to prison to be punished, people 
were sent to the State torture chambers to be 
rehabilitated. Prisons and the branch industries they 
created would become one of the Nation’s largest indus- 
tries. The creation of the National Parole Board would be 
the comerstone the industry would be built on. Rehabili- 
tation would be the justification. 


From that time on, prisoners have been the most expen- 
sive commodity in the country. Prisoners would never be 
free from a system geared to control them for the rest of 
their lives. Prison—parole—prison...A never ending cycle 
that few could ever hope to escape from. 


The Parole Board and parole supervisors have a huge 
budget. They are also responsible for the largest part of 
the penitentiary budget. In order to make a parole, pris- 
oners must follow what is called a cascading program. 
Long term prisoners must pass through several security 
stages comprised of maximum, medium, and minimum 
security prisons. He must earn a temporary pass program 
and serve time on a day parole before being granted full 


parole. To progress through these stages, he must partici- © 


pate in a number of prison programmes. These program- 
mes and security stages are all administered by well paid 
staff. 


Prior to the Parole Board, Ontario had the Kingston 
Penitentiary, Collin’s Bay, and the Prison for Women. 
Kingston and Collin’s Bay each had a Warden, one Dep- 
uty Warden, and a Chief Keeper to administer the prison. 
The Warden at Kingston was also the Warden for the 
Prison for Women. There was no Regional Headquar- 
ters. Ontario now has three more major prisons, four 
camps and several halfway houses. Each prison has more 
than doubled its staff. 


“Deciding if Tommy has rehabilitated himself enough.” 


If you are at all familiar with prison policies, you will 
notice that programs are initiated or curtailed to corre- 
spond with the fluctuations of the economy, not the reci- 
divism rate. The latter has remained constant. You will 
notice the difference in prison construction from one eco- 
nomic swing to another. 


During the late sixties and early seventies, members of the 
Solicitor-General’s staff were adovcating the con- 
struction of several smaller prisons rather than the large 
ones. Although they would be more expensive to build 
and maintain, they would be built because it would be 
easier to work with and rehabilitate prisoners. 


That concept is now dead. The very same people in the 
same government department, now that inflation is out of 
control and must be brought under control, now 
advocate the building of larger prisons because they are 
more productive toward rehabilitation. A thirty-two mil- 
lion dollar psychiatric unit to house 185 prisoners is no 
longer needed either. Even inflation is good for some- 
thing if it stopped that vegtable farm. 


Prison never has and never will make any significant 
impact on crime. Year after year, sentences handed out 
have become longer and longer. Federal prisoners have 
become younger and younger and the crime rate has 
never declined. People wasting away in prisons doesn't 
really do much to change the socio-economic system 
responsible for crime. 


Prison itself is nothing more nor less than a part of the 
elitist society that profits from it. It has a more putrid smell 
than any outhouse. 


Tommy Smith 
Milhaven 


It is not the consciousness of men that determines their 
being, but on the contrary, their social being determines 
their consciousness. 


Marx 


Prisoners are alot like people. Everytime some jerk steps 
on them, they hurt. 


Most ideas supported by the Solicitor-General’s staff are 
like prison pastry. Half-baked. 


This life is no bowl of cherries and there aren’t no guaran- 
tees unless you happen to be a civil servant. 


Prison reform is kind ofa dirty phrase. Probably because it 
is synonomous with prison expnasion. Longer sen- 
tences and more frustrations for the prisoners; more pay 
and more staff for the administration. The middle-classes 
got the reform, we got the prsion 


TS. 


aE 


NOCOPS 


i i t and 
13, 1980 - Bobby Gene Garcia, Chicano poet ant 
ee endest of framed Indian leader Leonard Peltier, is 


i 24 hour surveillance at the Terre 
found hung while under a a 


Haute Federal Penitentiary. Death la 
federal authorities. 


i ition to 

t, 4, 1981 - Robery Guy, President of the Coal ‘ 
ea Police Brutality in Battle Creek Michigan is 
assasinated in a reprisal bomb attack after months of 
harassment and death threats from members of the Battle 


Creek Police Department. 


September 5, 1981 - Carl Harp, prison writer-activist is 
found dead in his cell at Washington State Penitentiary — 
death ruled “suicide” by prison officials. His wife and 
supporters determine suicide note to be a forgery. 


Oct. 23, 1981 - Sekou Odinga, Black Liberation fighter is 
brutally beaten and tortured for four-and a-half-hours 
while under custody of the New York City Police Depart- 
ment after his arrest for alledged involvement in the 
Nyack, N.Y. Brinks robbery. 


The list of atrocities would fill == 

unjustified jailings, federal avis eon beatings, 
ominous methods of repression are now Bae and More 
an attempt to destroy the independence va utlized in 
movements and silence critics of the Reagen qeetation 
tion's dangerous foreign and domestic policies, eet 
The Black and Anti-war Movements , 
early ‘70's were virtually destroyed woe oA 
activities of the FBI, CIA and ‘Red Squads” ( poke 
intelligence units) of the state and local police i 
ments. The Nixon administration, one of the most tone. 
sive in history, escalated this illegal government : pee 
and misconduct to the extent of almost creating a Sth 
state. Even now, the Nixonian Supreme Court fa ra 
to decide against the civil liberties of Blacks, workers és si 
the poor. With the election of Ronald Reagan to the Pres 
idency and the simultaneous electoral advances of right- 
wing reactionaries to key senate positions, the threat of 
fascism becomes a reality. This is not to suggest engaging 
in mindless alarmism, but to recognise reality and act upon 
it. 


LOOKY HERE! THIS YOUNG 
FELLOW IS INCITING A 
RIOT/ 


My, MY! NOW HE'S 
RESISTING ARREST! 


—, 


— SUPPORT YOUR 
zs 


The National Organizing Committee Opposed to a Police 
State, (NOCOPS) whose text this is, would like to help 
build a national coalition of all those that can be united to 
fight this growing offense. Only such a mass movement 
can expose Cointelpro (run by the FBI), Operation 
Chaos (run by the CIA), and other political police pro- 
grammes used to supress the liberation and radical move- 
ments of the 1960's; put the government on the defen- 
sive over its crimes; and stop any new plots hatched by 
‘federal, state or local secret police agencies. In fact, the 
Heritage foundation, a right-wing “think tank’ has 
already called for the establishment of an Attomey Gen- 
eral’s list of “subversive organization”; “‘loyalty oaths” 
for all prospective federal employees, union members 
and political figures; surveilancee of “radicals”; unre- 
strained wiretapping and bugging by police agencies for 
so-called “‘political intelligence” and all the other trap- 
pings of the McCarthy era during the 1950's which were 
blatantly unconstitutional. In addition, Senator Storm 
Thurmond, arch racist and reactionary Chairman of the 
Senate Judiciary Committee, has revived the House Un- 
American Activities Committee with the promise of 
witch-hunting all liberation and left movements, including 
the labour unions, with the fury reminiscent of the inquisi- 
tion waged during the 1950's against suspected Commu- 
nist Party members. Couple this with the repressive S-1 
Bill (now known as S-1437), a bill designed to “reform” 
the Federal Criminal Code, but which instead provides 
fascism-enabling legislation for a police state. As you can 


see, times are indeed grave, but this can only happen if 
we allow it to! We must build a movement to resist this 
onslaught and defeat the right-wing. 


The objectives of NOCOPS include: 


1 - Free all political prisoners of past government frameups 
and repression, and stop repression in the future. 


2 - Oppose all attempts to enact repressive legislation 
restricting political or labour organizing. 


3 - Oppose the attempts to revive the McCarthy era. (The 
Reganites in the Senate Judiciary Committee have already 
created a Subcommittee on Security and Terrorism.) 


4- Document past government and secret police activities, 
moniter all present and future activity. 


5 - Dismantle the FBI, CIA, and all local police “Red 
Squads". Oppose all laws to strengthen or protect their 
powers. 


6 - The spies, informers and agent provocateurs who have 
infiltrated and disrupted liberation organizations and radi- 
cal political groups must be exposed and expelled. 


7 - Oppose police brutality and prison beatings. Call for the 
dismantling of all SWAT teams, tactical and stakeout units, 
and other police and military death squads. 


8 - Oppose police spying and electronic surveillance for 
political purposes. 


9 - Oppose the political and investigative misuses of the 


grand jury system by the FBI, Department of Justice or 
local and state district attomeys. 


Write to them at NOCOPS, P.O.B. 613, Geneva, N.Y. 
14456 
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The following article was ae a ee ae 
37\|N. Sherman Dr., Indianapolis, IN. ee 

rinted in Matrix P.O.B. 221, lympia, 
ey we are reprinting it at Carol's request ~ 
because we would like to help reste a ne ra om 
the sexual exploitation of women yy their nie = 

initially charged with killing her drunken us 

ae and her unbom child who was later 
bom in prison. She received 15 to 25 years. 


my interest in the struggle for prisoners rights 
aol fled numerous complaints concerning the cae 
tion of the Woman's Prison. Iwas locked upa great “ fe) 
the time on disciplinary actions that were no more than 
petty harassment. Then a light began to shine. He wore a 
blue uniform and he began providing me with information 
that was helpful to the struggle. He also began to make 
sexual advances. His name was Mr. A. and he was a cor 
rectional officer. He was also at that time acting chairman 
of the conduct adjustment board. | complied with his sex- 
ual advances and many of my write-ups were then either 
totally dismissed ot they were reduced to a lesser charge, 
or I was given light disciplinary sanctions. Then the light 
got brighter, and the network of prison corruption began 


to appear. 


I met another man, Mr. B. , a correctional officer on the 
night shift. At the time. he was living with two of the female 
correctional officers employed in this institution. Mr. B. 
and company were heavy marijuana users and marijuana 
was provided to me on a regular basis — as 
well as liberties, freedoms, and things of that nature plus 
food, small gifts, etc. that were not being provided to the 
general prison population. 


One evening I was in my room and a female officer came 
to my door and advised me to go to Center Hall. The rest 
of the inmates were sleeping. | left my room and upon 
entering Center Hall was empty. I was a bit confused and 
still half asleep. The counselor's office was right next door 
to the officer's desk in Centre Hall. The door was open and 
Mr. B. was there. The officer told me to go in. I did. There 
were two chairs. Mr. B. took one and the officer took the 
other. He then advised me to sit on his lap. The lights were 
off. We were “going to smoke ajoint.”” We did. The officer 
left the room, at which point, Mr. B. and myself had sexual 
intercourse on the floor of the counselor's office. Near 
dawn, | was put back in my room. 


At one point | discovered that the superintendent's secre- 
tary, Ms..C., was living in the same household with Mr. B. 


eee 


Sexual Exploitation 


Oh areal 
Justice... 


and two other correctional officers. I began to give a great 
deal of concem to the number of documents that passed 
through the Superintendent's office concerning myself 
and my sentence. I tooka rapid evaluation of my situation. 
It would be wise to comply. Ms. C. is still the Superintend- 
ent’s secretary and the two female officers are still 
employed in this institution. 


For close to two years, the affairs with Mr. B. and Mr. z 
continued. Around July of 1979, the institution place 
both Mr. A. and Mr. B. on the same shift and I was bie 
unable to deal with the pressure that followed. I applied for 
a transfer to Westville Correctional Center. I was aa 
cemed that the transfer would not be granted since 1 os 
not been on the prison grounds long enough. mer i 
states that any one convicted of a murder or @ sc . 
felony must serve the first two years of their confinemen 
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maximum security. I was a couple of months shy of meet- 
ing the statute guidelines. Still my transfer went through 
and I was sent to Westville. 


When | arrived I was placed in a dorm area to live. More 
and more women were moved into the dorm and we got 
quite crowded. At one point I measured the distance 
between the beds and they averaged ten-and-a-half 
inches apart. | filed a complaint, no response. | then wrote 
aletter to the department of corrections describing the liv- 
ing area and sent the letter to the Governor's office hoping 
the Ombudsman would intervene and do something 
about the. crowded conditions. | received no response. In 
the letter, | said that this complaint would be the last I 
would file to the department of corrections about the over- 
crowded conditions because they did not want to correct 
the problems, or so it appeared. 


I took a job to get away from the dorm. I worked on an 
outside detail. | met a man. His name was Mr. D. He intro- 
duced himself and asked if | would like to work for him. 1 
said yes. I later leamed he was the physical plant director 
and a good friend of the Superintendent's. Mr. D. offered 
me the best job in the entire prison system for a woman. | 
would leave the dorm at 7:30 a.m. and not retum until 
4:00 p.m., “heaven” or so I thought. 


I wasn't very confident that | would get the job for I hada 
reputation that had followed me from the Women’s prison 
as an “‘activist’’. That is the worst one possible to obtain in 
the Department of Corrections. You must not challenge 
the conditions of your confinement if you seek popularity. 
However, I never felt I was sent to prison to win a popular- 
ity contest and I resented the deplorable conditions. 


Several phone calls were made; | was given the job. It was 
a trusty area and the classification to a trusty status was a 
must. No one held jobs in that area unless she or he had a 
badge or unless she or he was a volunteer to clean up 


detail work. I was not eligible for trusty status, still | went to 
work. 


One day one of the captains came through the engineering 
office. Mr. D. was not present so his influence meant little 
The captain began questioning me not having a trusty 
badge at which point I was pulled off the job. Discouraged 
and disgusted I was returned to sit at my bed area that still 
remained ten-and-one-half inches from the bed next to 
me. I waited. Shortly Mr. D. drove to the dorm in his per- 
sonal truck and asked that I leave with him. I gotin his truck 
and he drove me to the Assistant Superintendent's office 
and I was provided with the papers necessary to receive 
my trusty badge. We left Mr. Q's office and went to the 
custody office and my picture was taken for my badge. I 
was back on the job. 12 


I worked five days a week and was on the dorm weekends. 
The weekends were unbearable because of the crowded 
conditons. Mr. D. began making arrangements to cali me 
to work on weekends and holidays — at which time we 
became intimate. 


While on my job in the engineering office met many of the 
male employees and sexual advances occured daily. Since 
sexual harassment and exploitation occur all over the 
institution, I was not surprised. I knew of complaints filed 
by one of the female inmates conceming an Officer R. in 
segregation who tried to bribe a female inmate to pose 
nude for cigarettes. This inmate, on another occasion of 
sexual exploitation, presented as evidence a sample of 
semen on a piece of paper to the authorities. 


Other incidents occured as well. | met Mr. E., the sewage 
plant supervisor. None of the complaints by other female 
residents had ever been recognised and when he solicited 
sex, | complied. 


One day I was on my job anda custody officer came in the 
office and said he needed me. | knew for a fact that this 
officer had recently been reported by an inmate for mak- 
ing sexual proposals, however again, nothing was done. 
He stated I was to retum to the dorm yet he did not know 
for what reason. I got into his van with him and he drove 
throughout the institution looking for a place that was 
private enough to have sex. After quite some time and a 
fruitless effort, | was taken to the educational department 
where he stopped the elevator and proceeded to do every- 
thing he wanted to do short of intercourse. I was then 
retumed to my job. 


By November of 1979 I was pregnant. Also, in that same 
month, I developed a recurrence of hepatitis. I went to the 
insititutional doctor and complained; he told me that there 
was nothing wrong with me. Two weeks later I returned. 
Still he said I was not sick. One week later I was very yel- 
low, and I returned to the doctor. Again he said there was 
nothing wrong with me, but failed to give me any kind of 
examination to determine this. | explained my problem to 
the only other person I knew would help, Mr. D. 


Mr. D. made a phone call to a friend of his in the lab and 
she agreed to do the blood work if he would bring me over. 
The tests were ran and proved positive. I had hepatitis. 


Iwas due to meet the clemency board in April in hopes ofa 
commutation of my sentence. Mr. D. had guaranteed me 


that if] did not make clemency in 1980, that I would make 
it in 1981. 


February, 1980 rolled around and Mr. D. discovered that 
the institutional investigator and a dorm officer and a 
lieutentant were conducting an investigation into his rela- 
tionship with me. He told me what was going on and that 
he was going to stop it. He went to Mr. Heyne, the superin- 
tendent, about it. Mr. Heyne became angry because he 
hed not been notified that such an investigation was even 
going on, and in view of the fact that institutional policy 
prohibits such investigations unless the institution head is 
aware of the investigation. 


In an attempt to clear Mr. D., he removed the investigator 
from the case, and placed the dorm officer in a gun tower. 
The state police were called in to “wrap up the situation” 


and “clear Mr. D.”” However there was a problem. | was 


l.was called in for questioning and a P 
detector test and “‘get all of this over ri mt = toalie 
meantime, I was taken to Evansville for a tae Inthe 
ance. However, the institution was by then ce: appear- 
by myself, of my condition. Mr. Q. assured me th e ae, 
not be transferred back to the women’s prison at I would 
Several days after my arrival at P 
Evansville, Mr. D. came to see me. a fdas iT in 
told them and I assured him nothing. The Hee had 
leamed of his visit to the county and was angry eee 
would allow such documentation to come into ols at oh 
was advised that upon my retum from court | fas a 
transferred back to the women’s prison. I was quite an 

and wanted to seek public support but I was unsure ones 
to do. Mr. D. advised me that to go public would hurt : 
chances with the Clemency Commission. ar 


I came back and upon arriving at Westville, I was loaded 
up in a van, shackled and chained by two of the male 
guards I had been involved with and retumed to the 
women's prison. The media got wind of it and the Depart- 
ment of Corrections made a press release that made me 
look like I was merely an oversexed whore practising her 
trade. They stated employees had been “forced to resign 
because of their association with her” etc. The coverup 
began. 


During this time my midriff was growing. Cloid Shuler, the 
Executive Director of Adult Authority ceased all co- 
educational work programs and stated that he did so 
because of my pregnancy thus creating a great deal of 
anger toward me from the other inmates in both institu- 
tions. I became more and more copcemed about the 
safety of my unbom child, and | isolated myself most of the 
pregnancy to prevent anything from happening to my 
baby. 


I wrote the Department of Corrections and advised them 
of the dangerous situation that he had placed both me and 
my child by saying my pregnancy was the reason for the 
co-educational program ceasing. | inquired what my pre- 
nancy by a staff member had to do with the co-educational 
programs. | received a letter signed by Mr. Shuler stating 
that I had to ‘accept responsbility for my own behaviour”. 


Shuler also sent Mr. Tom Hanlon to see me and requested 
that I submit to a test to determine patemity prior to the 
birth of my child. I spoke with a woman from the Depart- 
ment of Health and she informed that the test was 
unnecessary and I should not do it since there was a possi- 
bility it could interfere with the health of my child. I there- 
fore refused and was labeled “uncooperative”. 
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In April, I met the Clemency Commission and my case was 
continued until June. They sought updated psychological 
and psychiatric reports. I thought it might be a good sign 
because I knew my report recommended my immediate 
release. 


In June, they again reviewed my case. Six weeks later I 
was denied clemency because of the “seriousness of the 
offense.” 


I had the oppurtunity to read a community investigation 
report from Evansville that is considered to be confidential. 
The report stated that the City of Evansville held the fact 
that I went to Westville and became sexually involved with 
employees against me and would therefore not recom- 
mend my clemency. Other information in the report was 
totally false. 


Mr. B. was forced to resign and Mr. A. was transferred to 
Wishard Detention Unit. I began receiving letters from Mr. 
B. as well as messages from him by way of female officers. 
The letters contained strange poems with surh statements 
as “May you be in heaven two hours before the devil 


knows you are dead.” I took these as threats and reported 
them. Yet no special protection was offered me or my 
unbom child. By this time I fully realised that the ball was in 
my court and it was up to me because | would get no pro- 
tection from the Department. 


It was July, 1980 and some relief was in sight from the 
pressure I was under at the Women’s Prison. I was called 
to court on a hearing on my case in Evansville. My attor- 
ney, Mr. Niles Stanton, was able to negotiate a tentative 
agreement with the prosecutor on my case, Terry White. 
Mr. White thought that it was in the interest of justice to 
reduce my charge to manslaughter and re-sentence me to 
a 2-21 year sentence and turn me over to the parole board 
immediately. My judge had no objection to the proposal. 
However, Mr. White's superior, Scott Bowers, immedi- 
ately squelched the preliminary plans and my hopes of 
being released prior to the birth of my child. In late August, 
I was taken to Wishard Memorial hospital to give birth to 
my son. Solely by the grace of god, my baby was bom 
healthy and the persistent hepatitis that ran throughout the 
course of my pregnancy did not affect him. After three 
days at the hospital I tumed my second child over to my 
parents, and retumed to the prison. 


Six weeks later I was taken back for a check-up. My liver 
tests were still elevated and the doctor recommended that | 
be put in the hospital for a biopsy. I asked the doctors to tie 
my tubes to prevent anything from ever happening again 
during my incarceration. They discussed it and said “no”. 
The reason being: ‘She is not in position to give informed 
consent and it could only be considered forced steriliza- 
tion.” They did at that time insert an IUD stating that was 
my only alternative. Because of my liver condition Icould 
not take birth control pills. 


I returned to the prison with the IUD. A week later, an, 
infection had set in and the prison had to remove the IUD. 
The next week I was taken to the hospital for the liver 
biopsy and I was placed in the detention unit of the 
Wishard Memorial Hospital. 


One September 23rd, 1980, while in the detention unit 
Mr. E., a correctional officer on the midnight shift, came 
into my room, and awakened me with his hands in my 
panties and informed me that he knew who Iwas and what 
I could do and he wanted a piece of the action. I told him 
that my child was less than four weeks old and that Idid not 
want to have sex with him. Naturally nothing mattered. He 
was over 6 foot and weighed in at a good 345 pounds. | 
didn’t see myself in much of a position to argue. 


Ileft the hospital the next moming and was retumed to the 
prison. But this time, I was infected with trichomonas from 
him. I went to the prison doctor. She did not examine me, 


but handed me a box of suppositories. They did not work 
and the infection grew worse. Also, | had not had haan 
period since my baby had been bom. I panicked thinking 


was pregnant again. 


tured to the hospital a short time later to be 
as for the IUD that the prison had already removed 
and the hospital informed me at that time that I hada trich 
infection. They gave me medication and subsequently ran 
a pregnancy test on me from the information I provided 
them on the incident that happened with Mr. E. To protect 
me from retaliation by the prison, they agreed to phone 
the test results into my attomey. They were negative. 


| again asked that my tubes be tied since it was the only 
form of birth control available to me, and again | was 
denied. | explained to the institutional medical staff my 
fears of becoming pregnant again and was informed that I 
couldn't have birth control pills because of the conditon of 
my liver and for that matter, the institution didn’t think 
women “needed them’. | was told to abstain. 


At the time of this writing my second child is nearly eight 
months old. Many of the employees mentioned in this 
statement are still employed in the Indiana Department of 
Corrections and | am still without birth control. My parents 
currently support both of my children and | am still serving 
my 15-25 year sentence and can be of no help to their 


support 


I have decided to file a negligence action against the 
Department of Corrections and by the time this goes to 
press that action will be in the courts. The reason I have 
decided to file the action is that rarely a day goes by that 
some one of the department doesn't insist that I am totally 
at fault for my past experiences and that “men will be 
men’’. [have been denied job changes because of my past 
pregnancy, and to date only one side of the story has been 
told. | think it is time that the public is made aware of what 
exactly took place and that sexual exploitation runs ram- 
pant in this penal system. 


I realize the risk | am taking and am aware of the “rippling 
effects” this statement will bring upon me. I do hope, how- 
ever, that the public will offer their support to insure that 
the negligence action is litigated in the courts and a deci- 


ah made by an impartial hearing body at the same 
evel. 


lam totally confident that upon my case reaching the Fed- 
eral courts a decison will be made favourable to halt sexual 
exploitation of this nature. Most importantly, | am able to 
plead my case in complete honesty which is something I 
am sure the Department will not do. However, much of 
this is documented and | will not allow the penal system to 
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by-pass the existing problems any longer b . 

pretend that the problem is merely faa at to 
convicts imagination. Others before me ae lemale 
exploited. I have been exploited, fe been 


and women wi A 
to be exploited. The fact remains that nobody y if alll 
us 


but us. 


Carol Ann Wilds 
Indianapolis, Ind, 


In Process 


Thank you for the recent issue of Bulldozer the 
of which I found to be enjoyable, as well as Perec os 


It is always educational to learn of the individual and col- 
lective input into a struggle all must necessarily share — in 
one form or another. 


Bulldozer’s endeavor at educating around the role of pris- 
ons as an instrument of the state is vital because precious 
few prisoners are able to make the connections. 


Due to the fact that mine own development is still pretty 
much in its formative stage, my writing is usually confined 
to seeking, learning, comparing, examination, etc. 
Nevertheless from time to time | will be able to submit arti- 
cles gleaned from other periodicals | think would be or 
interest. 


Now because one’s views are ever developing and subject 
to the dynamics of “‘change”’, I can’t possibly relate the 
totality of my views in this effort, however, I can and will 
put you on notice of my basic grounding — Marxism and 
Leninism. 


To me, Marxism offers a necessary advancement in our 
social, economic and political structure. 


The serious student of it's ideology and philosophy leams 
of the dialetic progression of new over the old, new ways of 
thinking and perceiving, new images of humanity and 
society; new conceptions of ethics and values — so many 
new directions in which to move. 


Of course, such thinking has not always been with me. 


Thru the years of my youth (I am 29 now) my political 
position was a hodge-podge of confused inages of reality 
which manifsted itself in overt acts of self-destruction and 
agressive behavious directed toward society at large, all of 


It's understandable though. Barbarity is an economic vir- 
tue. Prisoners are a very expensive commodity. The mis- 
ery pimps have been paid in excess of $500,000 for me 
and I'm not even half finished. At the current rate of infla- 
tion, my bill will exceed 2 million dollars. That, of course, 
doesn't take into account any of the branch factory costs 
such as the huge expenditures for huge social science 
departments at every major university tuming out thou- 
sands of future misery pimps. Crime pimps that couldn't 
function without the full support of prisoners. 


Like everyone else, prisoners are bom with one freedom. 
The freedom to say no. That isolation cage is the excer- 
cise of that freedom. A freedom that would lead to the 
dismantling of the major concepts of prison. 


Most of its reprecussions would be felt almost immedi- 
ately. It would be the denial for all but a small security 
staff to exist. The denial of the demigods in Ottawa to use 
prisoners for economic purposes. Excess offspring of the 


middle-class would have to find new modes of employ- 
ment. The begining of the end. The dismantling of this 
whole barbaric system. 


When prisoners have no more economic value, they will ; 
cease to exist. Alternative proposals put forward by inde- 
pendent organizations will begin to be accepted. 


Prisoners can bring this about. It will take a small bit of 

sacrifice now but it will pay in big dividends. Slaves really 

don’t have anything to lose, so why bother to guard the 

few pieces of candy they throw at us now? Why prostitute 

ourselves to feed and rehabilitate the middle-classes that 
-need our misery to exist? 


One day, prisons will no longer exist. Only prisoners can 
bring that day about. 

Tommy Smith 

Milhaven 


Realistic Reform? 


I'm too much of a realist to think the big business of pris- 
ons and such will end or grow smaller in this country in 
the near future. And two of the biggest gripes of the aver- 
age American is that too much of their tax money is used 
in prisons and law enforcement and that is victims are 
never repayed for their deprivation. This could work to 
our benefit because the only way we as prisoners are 
going to make a lasting change in our conditions of con- 
finement is by having a say in the government of our con- 
finement and it would prove to the public that work 
release rather than prison is better for everyone and 
much cheaper. 


If by some chance we could force the prison industry to 
pay a real wage to allow us to pay taxes and room and 
board and to have as part of our sentencing a mandatory 
compensation for the victim we could then as taxpayers 
demand a say in our housing, food, working conditions 
and rehab programs etc. as we would be the ones paying 
ing the cost of prison. As taxpayers we would have the 
right to vote and form unions. This would take great effort 
and foresight but the rewards would be great for every- 
one. The working stiffs who scream that their money goes 
to build us Country Clubs to live in would have no further 
gripes. The victim would not feel abused nearly so much 
and most people can’t stay mad for any length of time at 
someone who is sending them money. It would then be 
in the best interests of the victim to help keep the prisoner 


out of the hole and working and thus keep the depri- 
vation in prison down. 


This would also serve to put more money into the hands 
of prisoners with kids and families and thus help keep 
them off the social welfare roles and thus more free from" 
goverment control and again take a burden off the tax- 
payer as they see it. This would help maintain family 
unity and give most prisoners more outside contact and 
ensure acceptance into society on release. 


Asa union we would be able to work to expand our rights. 
We could choose a Prisoners’ Committee to sit in 
with ‘‘big brother’ and be a voting member on intemal 
policy etc. That's far from being all of it. But what do you 
think? This has been in my head for a long time and | 
have talked to a lot of other prisoners about it. When | 
first approach others they scream that “I ain't gonna pay 
no room and board and pay the pigs to keep me.” Bu! 
after they hear it all and see what can be worked into a 
situation like that, then they begin to think differently. 


Kick it around in your head a little and think about it. You 
readers, why not write in and give us your experience 
and ideas on the reforms that have been tried or could be 
tried in this matter. Bulldozer is a willing forum for such 


cones. In the Spirit of Carl Harp 


Winston Hollowa., 
Lewisberg, Pri 


SS 


Resistance 


victory has been won in the fight to stop the isolation and 
ae the captured October 20th freedom Fighters. 
The campaign to get Comrade Solomon Brown decent 
medical care forced the Rockland County District Attomey 
and prison officials to transfer him to Westchester County 
Meidcal Centre. On admission, X-rays verified what prison 
doctors and officials already knew — that his neck was 
broken. He was immediately placed in traction and then 
operated on in an effort to avoid paralysis. The surgery 
was apparently successful, and he was discharged after 
one week to Woodbourne State Correctional Facility 
where comrades Judy Clark, David Gilbert and Kathy 
Boudin are held. 


Comrade Solomon's case made all the clearer that mass 
pressure can have an impact in stopping the state’s strat- 
egy to try to physically and psychologically break these 
captured revolutionaries. It took a concerted effort to get 
Solomon any care: the work of the legal team, the flow of 
thousands of letters, telegrams and telephone calls to the 
USS. Justice Department, District Attomey and prison offi- 
cials and the hunger strike by Judy Clark, David Gilbert 
and Kathy Boudin. Within 48 hours of the start of the 
strike, Solomon was transferred to the hospital. 


Several important lessons for the overall campaign can be 
drawn from the victory in comrade Solomon's case and in 
the ongoing struggle against the conditions of the freedom 
fighters overall: 


1) The torture is systematic, coordinated and centralised: 
the FBI is directing the physical and psychological torture 
of the captured freedom fighters in an effort to break them, 
gather information about the armed clandestine move- 


ment and force them to renounce their revolutionary poli- 
tics. 


The medical records clearly prove that Soloman had his 
neck broken during the systematic beatings and interroga- 
tion that he had received at the hands of the local police 
and FBI Anti-Terrorism Task Force. He did not have a bro- 
ken neck on X-rays that were taken at Nyack Hospital 
within 24 hours of the car crash and his initial beating by 
the Rockland police. He was then tortured two or three 
times a day for the next six days; every time he was moved 
he was beaten around the neck. As his pain and weakness 
grew, the DA and prison officials maintained he was fine. 
By December 17th, repeat x-rays clearly showed that his 
neck was broken. But the prison doctor who was aware of 


medical condition to intensify their eff i 
pressure mounted on the a to del oh ie yeh 
they tried to “disappear” him. The prison said h, hi 
been admitted for only one day and then discharged 
one could “‘find” one of the most closely guarded pri 
ers in the United States. Breen 


condition, 


Soon after Solomon arrived at Woodbourne, Sgt. Abb 
of the Woodbourne Correctional Facility removed a 
from the cellblock telling him he was going for a med 
examination. In fact, he was brought to another area of the 
prison, locked in a room, and the FBI tried to interrogate 
him for two hours. 


The role of the FBI in the torture of Sekou Odinga is also 
now clearer. He was beaten from the moment of his cap- 
ture, but it was after three hours when his real identity 
became known that the FBI-led Anti-Terrorism Task Force 
was called in to direct his systematic torture. They were the 
ones responsible for burning his arms with cigarettes, 
smashing and pulling out his toe nails, and beating him 
until his pancreas was seriously damaged. During the 
entire beating, he was consistently interrogated for infor- 
mation about the Black Liberation Army. 


2) The medical profession is complicit in the torture — 
prison doctors refused even basic medical care to Sol- 
omon in the face of an obviously serious and deteriorating 
condition. Doctors at King’s County Hospital would not 
make public the nature of the injuries inflicted on Sekou 
Odinga. The demand for the comrades to have outside 
medical care is a key way to intervene against the state's 
attack. 


3) Isolation must be combatted. Isolating captured com- 
rades from each other and from outside supporters is an 
attempt to create psychological pressure and the condi- 
tions where the state can physically torture and interrogate 
the freedom fighters. 


Because of the campaign that is being waged, Judy Clark, 
David Gilbert, Kathy Boudin and now Solomon are 
allowed out of their cells to see each other and can have 
authorized visits. But, the state transferred all of them to 
Woodbourne State Correctional Facility in upstate New 
York — hours from their supporters, family and lawyers. 


John Martin, the Federal Attomey on the case admited in a 
dispositon that he, DA Gribetz and prison authorities 


the situation did nothing, and the DA and FBI used his 4 gknowingly and illegally transferred Judy Clark, David Gil- 


bert and Kathy Boudin on the day that Federal Judge 
Duffy ruled that the conditions in which they were being 
held at MCC were unconstitutional. 


The other captured freedom fighters now charged in the 
Nyack Case, Abdul Majid who was himself beaten to the 
point where 42 stitches were required to close his head 
wounds, Kuwasi Balagoon and Seku Odinga are still being 
held in isolation in separate prisons. We must press for the 
demand that all the captured freedom fighters be retuned 
to the Metropolitan Correctional Center in New York City 
and be placed in General Population. 


One of the most vulnerable and isolated periods for the 
freedom fighters is when they are transported. Each is 
moved with hands and feet shackled and with a shotgun 
held inches from their heads or heart. Guards systemati- 
cally provoke them — both phsycially and verbally — to 
try to cause a reaction so that they can kill or beat them. 
This was done to Sekou Odinga even while he was trans- 
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ported within King’s County Hospital. We demand 
guarantees of their safety and that they be transported 
under safe and humane conditions. 


The victories that have been won are important, not only 
because they directly aid the comrades involved but also 
because they do stop the efforts by the government to 
make torture and isolation legitimate and standard proce- 
dure for dealing with revolutionaries in this country. We 
can take the strength gained by these victories as well as 
outrage at the continuing violations to turn this into a stra- 
tegic campaign to stop the isolation and torture of freedom 
fighters and beat back the govemment's fascist offensive. 


For continuing information, write: Coalition to Defend the 
October 20th Freedom Fighters, Box 254, Stuyvesant Sta- 
tion, New York, N.Y. 10009. 


This group will need lots of donations to do their work. The 
above article was taken from their journal Resistance . 
Subs are 7.50 per year. 


The prisoners themselves can be contacted by writing: 
Solomon Brown, Judith Clark, David Gilbert, Kathy 
Boudin, all at Pouch No. 1, Woodbourne, N.Y. 12788, 
Abdul Majid, Queens House of Detention, 126-02 82nd 
Ave., Kew Gardens, N.Y. Kuwasi Balagoon (Donald 
Weems), Box 86 New Hemstead Rd., Rockland County 
Jail, New York City, N.Y. 10956. Sekou Odinga 
(Nathaniel Burns), Brooklyn House of Detention, Brook- 
lyn, NY, 11201. The Coalition suggests that writing to 
them is a major way of letting the goverment know that 
we are concerned and support these people. 


These comrades were arrested after an ill-fated attempt to 
expropriate 1.6 million dollars from a Brinks truck last Oct. 
20th at Nyack, N.Y. by a combined force of the Black Lib- 
eration Army and remnants of the Weather Underground. 
Needless to say, the money would have gone along way in 
meeting the fiscal crises of the opposition forces. Two 
agents of the state were killed as a result of the confronta- 
tion. Since then the Black and Women's communities in a 
number of American cities have been terrorised by overt 
para-military operations. The Grand Jury inquisition has 
been brought into play again to ferret out as much infor- 
mation as possible. The Grand Jury system abolishes the 
“right to remain silent” and other assumed legal rights. 


Urgent Request 


This is a special request to you who support Indian causes and justice and 
anything which is against neo-nazis; Congressman Gary Lee (r-N.Y.) and 
senators Alfonse D'Amato (r-NY) and that old-hating racist Storm Thur- 
mond (r-SC). This is an opportunity to write these pigs and say you 
oppose (H.R. 5494) introduced by Lee in the House, and D'Amato and 
fascist Thurmond in the Senate (S. 2084). Reps. Holland (d-SC) and 
Worthy (r-NY) co-sponsered the bill with Lee in the house. H.R. 5494 as 
referred to the House Committee on Interior and Insular affairs, and S 

2084 to the Senate select Committee on Indian Affairs. ‘ 


The draft bill does not seek an equitable solution nor a process for 
negotiated settlement, but an outright extinguishment of alll Indian land 
claims in the two states. Connecticut withdrew from the Legislation (no 
doubt to draft a tougher bill). The legislation is designed to circumvent the 
judicial process by declaring legal all of the illegal taking of the Indian 
lands of the past, as in the case of the Paha Sapa — the Black Hills. In 
retum, Indian Tribes and Indian People would be forced to accept mone- 
tary compensation (there the Greeds go, trying to force us to sell our 
Mother — for their Greedy purposes, i.e., dig up the earth, sell off the 
natural resources, etc.) and be denied even the oppurtunity of judicial 
review as to whether the compensation is fair or not! | am asking that you 
take five minutes to write letters opposing this, and send copies of your 
letters to: FCNL (Friends Committee on National Legislation), 245 Sec- 
ond St., N.E., Washington, DC. 20002 


Write letters to: U.S. House of Representatives, Washington, DC 20515 
and U.S. Senate, Washington, DC 20510; New York Senator, Patrick 
Moynihan; Senator Alfonso D'Amato; South Carolina Senator, Emest F. 
Hollings, Senator Storm Thurmond. Senate Select Committee on Indian 
Affairs. Members are: 

William S. Cohen Chr. (r-ME), Berry Goldwater (r-AZ), Merk Andrews 
(r-ND), Slade Gorton (r-WA), John Melcher (d-MT), Daniel Inouye (d- 
HI), and Dennis DeConcini (d-AZ). 


Listed Below are 7 points which you should list as your bitch about the 
Bills — do it now. You could write a few letters in the time it takes to drink 
a beer or have a smoke. 


1) The Bill would destroy present Indian legal rights to land, would violate 
ratified treaties with the United States, and would dishonorably violate 
the most basic Indian rights. 


2) The Bill would deny Indians Due Process of Law. 


3) The Bill is discriminatory and denies equal protection of the law 
because it is aimed solely at taking land rights from Indians for the benefit 
of others. 


4) The Bill lead to many more years of litigation and may result in multi- 
billion dollar liability on the part of the United States for the taking of 
Indian lands. ‘ 
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5) This bill would suddenly close the courts to Indian land rights cases and 
unfairly shange the rules in the middle of ongoing cases which Indian 
people have only recently been able to bring to court after generations of 
being barred from legal remedies. 


6) The Bill would violate fundamental human rights of Indian people. 


7) The Bill will not settle the Indian claims involved. 


I realise everyone doesn't like to write the Government, but this is a strug- 
gle for my People and their Tribes for lands which were stolen from them 
by Greedy Maggots some Moons ago. But the fact remains, if everyone 
who reads this, got two friends to write also, the response would build and 
possibly drown this racist bill. | will submit a letter which I sent to Ronnie in 
the White House to be published in the next issue of Bulldozer. 


Ches-ne-o-na-eh 
Huntsville, TX 


Thanks From Winston 


Whenever you have room again, will you please print a note for me to all 
the people who responded to my request to write letters on my behalf! I 
am now only finding out just how many letters were written. Warden 
Wilkenson and director of Prisons, Norman Carlson, lied to those who 
wrote. Wilkinson and Carlson responded to the letters by telling the peo- 
ple that | would not sign a waiver form that is needed for them to write 
anything about me. 


First, they don’t need my signature on anything to answer any letter 
about me concerning my conditions of confinement. Second, the forms 
they wanted me to sign were a release on my past criminal record, and 
had nothing to do with the questions raised in the people's letters. The 
bullshit answer from Wilkinson and Carlson was nothing more than a 
smokescreen to hide behind in order to avoid the real answers and they 
wish to transfer blame onto me for not responding to all the letters. It isa 
good trick when you have something to hide. 


I have never made a claim to anything I am not — and everyone knows | 
am not a criminal. | did hurt several pigs during my criminal life, twice 
while breaking out of jail and I only wish it could have been more!! (smile) 
I do not know the names or addresses of those who wrote letters on my 
behalf or sent letters to me. I did not get them. Any addresses | receive I 
will write to in apreciation and to all who have written, my “blood and 
love.” 


In the Spirit of Bobby Garcia 

Winston Holloway 

No. 16395-009 

22 P.O.B. 1,000 
Lewisburg, PA 17837 


Society Of The People Struggling To Be Free 


“Basically our defense will be this: If you were an Indian in 
Canada today, you'd run away too.”’ John Trudell knows 
what he is talking about, he has seen the inside of jails, 
been a prisoner of a society which has systematically 
destroyed his people. But today he speaks not for himself, 
but for Dino and Gary Butler, two members of the Ameri- 
can Indian Movement whose activities have run them 
afoul of the law. 


On February 23, 1981 the cousins were involved in an 
incident when a Vancouver police cruiser attempted to 
pull over the car in which the men were travelling. They 
fled, and a high speed chase ensued in which police claim 
shots were fired from the fleeing car. Weapons and 
ammunition were seized after the Butler’s car overturned 
at an intersection in Bumaby, a suburb of Vancouver, and 
the men were arrested soon after they abandoned the 
wreck. 


Since then they have been held in Oakalla prison, their cell 
doors locked, chained and double locked. They have 
been held in chains with manacled legs and handcuffed 
during their pretrial appearances. Behind these bars they 
have prayed and fasted and struggled and won the right to 
their own religous ceremonies, a right long denied all 
native prisoners. They had won the right to smoke the 
pipe. 


“They are afraid of this Pipe!’ John Trudell tells the 60 
prospective jurors in the New Westminister Courthouse. 
Meanwhile in the courtroom, Chief Justice Allen 
McEachren is denying two motions by the Butler's lawyer 
Stan Guenther. Guenther argues that the jury panel, com- 
posed of 59 white people, and one East Indian is not repre- 
sentative. the selection process of taking names from the 
voter's list excludes transient populations such as young 
People and Indians. Motion denied. Guenther requests 
that the pipe, symbolizing truth and connection with God 
be allowed into the courtroom. 


Dino writes in a letter from prison last March: “In the west- 
em hemisphere there are many different tribes & nations 
that have their own language given to them by the 
Creator. Just as there are many different tribes and lan- 
guages, there are different ways of worshipping. Each 
nation has been given an ally-medicine that allows them to 
communicate with all life, such as the Sacred Pipe. 


“lam a follower of the Sacred Pipe which represents all 
Creation, past, present and future. The pipe is my 


medicine that helps me to pray, to communicate wi 
God. It is not known in the memory of my People h 
the First Pipe given to our People is. 


ith my 
ow old 


Excluded from the courtroom, supporters gather 
around the door, peering through narrow glass win- 
dows. One of them is Lew Gurowitz, a Mass- 


“It is told, though, that a very long time ago aaieere ae 


there was a Buffalo Calf which ney _involed ie 
appeared that changed into the human hag rights 


form of a woman carrying a bundle on 
her back. She appeared to the Lakota 
People and met with them and gave 
them a Pipe with instructions 

of the care and use of the Pipe. Tha 
Pipe is still in the possession of th 
Lakota People who call it ‘White- 
Buffalo-Calf-Pipe.. The Pipe | 
carry for my People is repre- 
sentative of that first Pipe. 


SS 
RSS As Gurowitz peers into 
<S 
a the room, one of the dep- 
uty sheriffs, mistaking Big 
Lew for an __ Indian 
asks,"'What tribes are the But- 
lers from, Chief?"’ Big Lew gives 
him a withering look,” but he 
keeps talking about how 
much racism there is in 
the U.S. 


S 


SN 
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The judge will not 
allow the Pipe 
Trudell tells the 
jurors as they file 


There's not so much 
up here, you know,” 


S he tells + Gurowitz, 
back into the “nothing at all like 
courtroom. down there in the 


“You swear on a south." 
bible, we use a Pipe. 
We guarantee it. It’s 
just a Pipe, we made it 
out of wood, we use it to 
smoke tobacco — they 
will not allow this Pipe in 
the court.” 


You damn Canadi- 
ans,’ Big Lew says, 
“you're so damn smug. 
When I'm up here the 
whites tell me there's no 
racism. But | get another story 
from the Indians.” 


Within the court the jury selection is com- 
pleted, seven women, five men, all white. Sup- 
porters, crowding the hallway, begin to trickle into 
the courtroom after they are searched. The search- 
ing procedure is as thorough as it was in the prelimi- 
nary hearings. Hand-held metal detectors are run 
over the body, up and down the legs, through the 
crotch. Shoes are removed and checked. Women 
deputies check the women’s breasts and search the 
babies’ blankets. The children stand with exaggerated stiff- 


courtroom, the Butlers decline to participate further in 
the proceedings, and fire their lawyers, Guenther and 
Judy Gedye. The lawyers leave the room and the jury 
Process continues without them. 


Trudell: “We're tired of 400 years of being denied this 
tight to talk to white people honestly. It's like as if 
you've been accused of crimes and they wouldn't give 
you the bible to tell the truth on. It's freedom of religon. 


ness for the search. Their arms are outstretched and their 
fists are clenched in defiance. 


In the courtroom, Chief Justice McEachem sits in a red and 
black robe behind an immense hardwood bench. Behind 
him red curtins are drawn up as in a theatre. Before him 
are the courtworkers, crown attomeys, and space reserved 
for the defense. Beyond that, Dino and Gary sit in a 
wooden box with three raised sides of plexiglass. 


McEachren reuests a plea, but the Butlers sit silently not 
even acknowledging the request. McEachren orders a not 
guilty plea entered on their behalf. The trial begins. 


The charges include: attempted murder, possession of a 
weapon with dangerous intent, possession of an unregis- 
tered gun, pointing a firearm without lawful excuse, and 
criminal negligence in the operation of a motor vehicle. 


The crown sets out its case carefully. The first witness, A 
Bumaby RCMP officer, provides the court with sketches of 
the chase route and the location where the men were 
arrested. Then Sergant Robert Graham from the Burnaby 
RCMP Identification section testifies. Graham says he was 
called to the British Columbia Institute of Technology Feb. 
23, 1981 to examine a car. He says he was “‘mainly look- 
ing for lead framents."’ He found two; one wedged in the 
wheel well, one lying loose on top of a shock absorber. He 
also noted a small dent on the bumper. Testimony from 
the officer who arrested Dino shows that he actually gave 
himself up. Gary Meadwell, now a student at the Univer- 
sity.of Western Ontario tells the court that he was called to 
the area of Kingsway and Imperial to patrol when he saw 
Dino walking down the street with a parka over his arm. 
He approached Dino, who gave him the parka. Checking 
the pocket he discovered two handguns, .357 caliber 
revolvers. He told the court that he then placed Dino 
under arrest. 


As the day's proceedings end, Dino and Gary are led from 
the courtroom. They wave clenched fists at the spectators, 
and wear smiles. In contempt of court, norie of the spec- 
tators rise for the judge's departure. 


Security remains tight for the second day of the trial. The 
two Vancouver Police Officers who began the chase offer, 
conflicting versions of what happened. They saw Dino ina 
pay phone booth at Renfrew and Grandview Highway. 
Gary sat, waiting in the passenger seat of a car parked at” 
the curb. The cops called in the license number of the 
Oregon-plated car to the central computor and while wait- 


ing they circled the block. 


As the police retum, Dino leaves the phone booth and gets 
in the car. Constable Craig Peters said Dino ran to the car, 
and took off very quickly. He said the men were being 
pulled over for speeding. 


The other constable, lan Holden, said Dino quietly walked 
to the car, and drove off. He says they were being stopped 
for a regular traffic check. 


At Boundary Road the police switched on their siren and 
flashing light. The car makes a tum onto the freeway ramp 
and pulls over. As they get out of the police car, Dino and 


Gary take off, accelerating onto the freeway. Supporters 
say that as the police were getting out of their car, they 
were reaching for their revolvers, but since there is no 
defense, these questions are not raised. The chase con- 
tinues along the freeway to Willingdon, where it heads 
south. Peters says shots were fired before they crossed 


Canada Way; Holden says all the shots were fired after 
Canada Way. 


Outside the court supporters hold a singing circle in the 
waiting area. McEachren orders deputy sheriffs to stop the 
singing and druming, but they are unable to find anyone in 
oo te ask Guenther and Gurowitz to do some- 
ing, but they are neither singing nor orchestrating. Thi 
song ends when it is finished. saat 


A radio reporter asks John Trudell where he’s from. 
“The western hemisphere, man, where are you from” 
“Around here,” says the radio reporter. 

“No way”’ Trudell replies, “You are all from Europe.” 


Another cop testifies how he arrested Gary. 

nnon, off duty from the North Vencouag t RCMP oon 
time, saw the accident and the men fleeing the overturn 4 
car. Shannon told the court that he chased the two m i 
identifying himself as a police officer, but Dino turned eel 
pointed a gun at him. He backed off, palms outstretched at 


his sides. He caught up to the men again after they jumped 
a fence, he said, and grabbed Gary who did not struggle. 


A firearms expert, Earl Hall of the RCMP crime detection 
laboratory, testified that he examined the weapons seized. 
He said that he test fired the guns to ensure they worked, 
but he did not test for accuracy. He said he did not check to 
see if the guns had been cleaned. If the guns had been 
cleaned it would have proved that the Butlers fired no 
shots, otherwise it would be inconclusive. 


Hall also examined the lead fragments Graham pulled 
from underneath the car at BCIT. He told the court that 
they were “consistent” with bullet fragments. But at the 


preliminary hearings he admitted they were consistent 
with lead from a wheel balancing weight. 


A Midas Muffler worker who witnessed the accident told 
the court a man he identified as Dino had pointed a gun at 
him after he approached the man. 


Dennis Reilly, a B.C. Hydro employee, testified that he 
and his partner saw the natives fleeing the overtumed car 
and decided to give chase. He said one man tried to break 
into a garage and the other man ran right at him, He is 
asked to identify the man who ran at him. 


Dino sits in the box with his head bowed. The judge orders 
him to raise it so Reilly can see if he is the same man. He 
does not respond. McEachren orders the deputy sheriffs to 
make Dino raise his head. Everybody tenses. Deputy 
sheriffs surround the box and one enters, lifting Dino's 
head while Reilly identifies him. Reilly testifies that Dino 
ran at him, then pointed a gun. 


“For Christ's sakes man, don’t shoot man, or we're both 
gone,” Reilly testifies he said. 


On the final day it is the defense’s turn. Dino tells the court: 
“I offer no defense.” Gary says: “I wish to call no 
defense.” 


The crown prosecutor Norris waives the right to sum up his 
argument, and the accused have the right to speak. Dino 
speaks, telling the court he is a Pipe carrier of the Tuney 
tribe of Oregon's Siletz Indians. 


“The voice you hear comming from me today is not my 
voice alone: it is the voice of generations before me and 
generations to come. Because | was denied my right to 
have my Pipe in this courtroom I felt | was not all here, a 
part of me was not here.”’ He told the court they had heard 
only half the truth. 


“Tam not a criminal” he said. 


“(In jail) I prayed hard, really hard, that | would not hate 
my enemy that tries to supress my spirit. We still believe 
that we still have our shackles by being denied our religon 
in this courtroom. My brother and I, we begin to feel alittle 
bit like Jesus Christ when he was nailed to the cross. It is 
not a good feeling.” 


Dino explained the situation when he would not raise his 
head for Reilly to identify him. Standing with arms out- 
stretched, he said he lifts his head to the sky and the wind 
to pray, “and I could not lift my head to that hypocrite who 
was lying after he swore on the Bible.” 26 


Gary asks to have Trudell, his people’s Pipe carrier, to 
address the jury. Request denied: Trudell is not a member 
of the Bar in B.C. 


The jury is out less than two and a half hours. Guilty. But 
the attempted murder charge has been reduced to 
attempting to wound. Dino and Gary smile and wave at 
the spectators who include Dino's parents and his seven 
month old son he has never held. They are taken back to 
jail. Sentencing will come later. 


But Dino and Gary have seen the inside of jails before. 
Dino and Leonard Peltier were charged with murder after 
the Wounded Knee uprising. He was acquitted on the 
grounds of self-defense. 


Gary has been in and out of institutions since he was taken 
from his parents at the age of two and placed in a white 
foster home. 


Trudell knows. He knows the names of Joseph Stuntz, 
Anna Mae Aquash, Dallas Thundershield, Bobby Gene 
Garcia and Roque Duenas. Like Gary and Dino, they were 
all AIM warriors, but now they are all dead. No one has 
served time for these murders. 


Trudell knows the reality of FBI threats, such as the one 
laid on Dino when he was aquitted. Once he burned 
an American flag in front of the FBI building. The next day 
his wife, mother-in-law and child were killed in a house 
fire. “A deliberate act of political assassination” he says. 


And that is why they are called The Society of the People 
Struggling to be Free. 


Gary and Dino were later sentenced to four years for their 
“crimes”. In Oakalla, a provincial prison, they used a 
series of hunger strikes in order to win the right to have 
their pipe and sacred herbs, sage and sweet grass, for cere- 
monies in their cells. The last strike went 22 days before 
the prison officials gave in after having gone back on their 
word after a previous strike. This is an important precedent 
in Canada for native prisoners. Now that they are in a fed- 
eral institution, it is assumed that they will be back to where 
they started from in their quest for religous freedom. 


Write to them: Gary Leroy Butler and Darelle (Dino) But- 
ler at Box 2,000, Agassiz, B.C. Canada. Their supporters 
and kin can be reached at: The Society of the People 
Struggling to be Free, c-o Box 790, Station A, Vancouver, 
B.C. 


This article originally appeared in the Ubessey, the stu- 
dent newspaper at the University of British Columbia 
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Yellow Thunder Camp 
igi lig te 


Hau: 


Message from the Brothers and Sisters at Yellow Thunder 
Camp in the Paha Sapa (Black Hills). 


Hau brothers and sisters in greed’s guili houses: I have 
been out of greed’s evil since December 31, 12:A.M., 
1980 and have been here in Paha Sapa since I moved to 
the camp in May after living in Rapid City 12 miles away. 
It's beautiful to live free of evil surroundings, we have 
been experiencing love of spirits, everyday and night. 


Our are lives completely free of snags from evil. Every 
day that comes is pure happiness with what we have and 
how we live. It is cold now but our hearts are beating with 
happiness now that we are home. 


We have twenty teepees insulated, stoves, the dome 
which is 40x20, for school, meetings, meals, ceremonies. 
They've set an eviction hearing in Pierre South Dakota 
for this month (February) but no set date yet. But that 
hearing has no bearing on our decisons. We are not leav- 
ing. We are home in our sacred land. 


Our prayers are said at each meal and at sweats for our 
brothers and sisters in greed’s ironhouses. 


1 as Greed’s x-prisoner in the ironhouses, am now out in 
freedom at camp. | have named the ridge surrounding 
the camp on the Northside for our brothers and sisters in 
prison and was living at the top until September when | 
moved to town to find employment from the rednecks 
around here. I'm back out here now and do come in to 
talk to the brothers in different prisons.! need some help 
in naming the ridge for our brothers and sisters in prison. 


I would like to explain this project to you and the brothers 
and sisters in the ironhouses. 


This outpost will develop communications between the 
walls of the forts across the land. It is important that we 
live with this til our Love and Blood are released from 
prison-forts. 


We as Indians and non-Indians out here do have a little 
more freedom to talk, walk, learn, survive and live with 
the Great Creator. As we continue to survive in this 
world, we do know justice, injustice, good spirits, evil 


should not forget our Love and Blood in the dreadful life 
in the prison-forts. I have been in those forts and do know 
the life in there. 


I guess to make things easier, I need your help in terms of 
Love, Blood, concem, sacrifice, travel, funds, letters, 
Phone calls, news, networking, writing, support and most 
of all love and prayers for our Blood that roam in the pris- 
ons. 


One priority is a News Letter. I will handle everything 
here in Rapid City, S.D. What I need from the bros’ and 
sisters in each prison fort is for them to send me your 
Number and Name and anything you would like to write. 
I will compile them all each month and send them out. I'll 
try for monthly issues. 


The people out here in town will be seeking more support 
and interest, new addresses, etc. All of the forts are under 
heavy security but are categorized as: Maximum, 
Medium, Minimum, Close. There are just a few more 
minutes and privileges in one rather than the other but 
still heavy attitudes. 


The laws are different in each ironhouse so we will 
explain all the laws in this newsletter plus much more of 
life in prison. From each prison, bros’ could write of new 
laws, update of life in prison. There is much that happens 
that should be spoken. So bros’ feel the mood and write 
about the daily activities from lock-up to lock-down. 


We should move on this first priority soon. 


Write to Ron Two Bulls — Tatankanumba, P.O. Box 
9188, Yellow Thunder Camp, Rapid City, S.D. 57701, 
USA. 


On April 4, 1981, the Dakota American Indian Move- 
ment established the Yellow Thunder Encampment in 
the Black Hills near Rapid City, S.D. on land that is cur- 
rently being claimed by the U.S. Forest Service. A claim 
was filed by the camp for 800 acres with the Pennington 
County Registrar of Deeds. On April 22, the camp filed a 
Special Use Application with the U.S. Forest Service. This 
application was for construction of 83 permanent struc- 
tures to be used for religous, educational and residential 


purposes. 


spirits out here in this prison. But at the same time we 8 


This form was followed by a report on May 29 that 
detailed the work that was to be done such as the 
geodesic dome and the solar and wind energy equipment 
that are to be installed. The camp has cited the 1868 Fort 
Laramie Treaty, Article VI of the U.S. Constitution, and 
the 1978 Indian Religous Freedom Act, which guarantees 
Native people access to sites and burial grounds and 
which guarantees the use of their sacred objects for tradi- 
tional ceremonies. 


An April 11 meeting held at the camp drew over 300 sup- 
porters and representatives of the Lakota Nation. Two 
resolutions were passed: the first calling for the U.S. con- 
gress to review the Black Hills claim, particularily Article 
XIl of the Fort Laramie Treaty which clearly shows that 
the tribal governments set up by the U.S. governemnt in 
1934 have no right to negotiate claims related to the 
1868 Treaty; the second resolution called for a halt to all 
litigation by the tribal govemments and their represent- 
atives. 


On August 11, 1981, the Yellow Thunder Camp made a 
formal request to the Secretary of the Interior, James 
Watt, and to the Secretary of Agriculture, John Block, 
that the 800 acre claim area be withdrawn from the pub- 
lic domain. The request was made under the Federal 
Land Policy and Management Act of 1976, which gives 
the federal government the authority to withdraw land 
from the public domain under certain provisions. The 
Forest Service has sold timber within the 800 acre area 
and logging operations and road building are scheduled 
to begin in late spring. Also a grazing permit has been 
issued to a Texas rancher. 


Yellow Thunder Camp has the support of many individu- 
als and organizations in the Rapid City area, across the 
nation and in many foreign countries. This summer 38 
members of the U.S. House of Representatives endorsed 
a letter requesting that the U.S. Forest Service approve 
the Special Use Application for the Yellow Thunder 
Camp. 


Some of the other camp supporters are: The Black Hills 
Sioux Nation Council, the American Friends Service 
Committee, the Pennington County Democratic Forum, 
the South Dakota United Methodist Church, The Black 
Hills Alliance, the Acting Director of the National Catholic 
Rural Life Conferece, the Vice-President of the Rosebud 
Sioux tribe and many more religous and social 
service organizations. On July 8, 1981, the Black Hills 
National Forest Service held a public hearing to listen to 


comments on the camp's application. Those expressing 2 


opinions were overwhelmingly in favour of the applica- 
tion. 


Throughout the summer and spring, the people of Yellow 
Thunder Camp have complied with all the laws and regu- 
lations of the Forest Service. People living in the camp 
have set up a kitchen, tipis, tents, a solar shower, a solar 
food dehydrator, and have planted a garden. Meat and 
wild berries have been dried for the winter and an earth 
oven and geodesic dome to be used as a school and a 
community meeting area are nearly complete. 


The goal of the Yellow Thunder Encampment is to, build 
@ permanent spiritual community in harmony with the 
environment, utilizing solar and wind energy and other 
non-fossil fuel sources of energy. The buildings are to be 
constructed of local natural materials. The centrality of 
the the Black Hills to Lakota spirituality is well docu- 
mented and in also in evidence within the text of the 
1868 Fort Laramie Treaty, the last formal and legally 
binding agreement reached between the soverign Lakota 


- Nation and the United States. 


keeping our eyes off what the govemments are actually 
doing that the final word is unlikely to be quick. 

Itis difficult for me to look at itand speak with a realism that 
says I'm going to die. I don't want that death to be mean- 
ingless. Now it seems unlikely that I'm going to manage to 
clear myself because unless you've got money to push that 
kind of fight, unless you have access to people of power, 
people of public prestige, no one truely examines what it is 
that you're saying. 


It is important to me that I not be robbed of dignity; that I 
not be thrown away. I will not die silently. I will not pretend 
that | am in agreement with society. From that day that | 
was sentenced to die til now I have told them that when the 
time comes for them to execute me, they're going to have 
to come in and get me. I'm not going to die. They're going 
to have to kill me. I have no intention of making it clean 
and easy. You see, it is an odd thing about society but 
society often gets the odd idea that they have the right to 


do something simply because nobody stops them. Well, 
I'm not going to do that. I will not walk to my death with all 
due dignity. I will not acquiese to death. | dread it, not 
because of the dying itself, my life has been one that has 
lead me to paths that leave very little fear of the physical. It 
took me a long time to get to the point where I understood 
me, a long time to get to the point where I liked me. In 
these late years, I don't want the way of my dying to 
destroy what I most like about me. Yet in the end I will 
have to come to a decison as to just how hard I will fight. 
It's a little pathetic to say I will fight a little bit. But it is 
disgusting to say that | would killa copat the door knowing 
that it will not save my life, knowing that he is doing noth- 
ing more but carrying out the official orders of this society. 
That is a reality that I grappel with almost constantly. And, 
as of yet, | have been unable to find the fine line of morals 
in there; the right and wrong of it. | suspect that I will be 
wrong no matter what I do. Somehow or other it must be 
brought home to the general public that I wanted to live, 
that this life was mine, that this life was taken from me, it 


was not something that I gave up. It's a hard series of defi- 
nitions to make simply because | am talking to strangers 
who have never understood the elements of my life mostly 
because | never bothered to explain them. My life is one 
where I decided what I did and I decided it for my reasons. 
In many cases I do not bow to the laws of this society 
because quite frankly on many issues the morals of this 
society stink. 


We are people who call other people niggers and jews and 
spics and chinks and god knows what else. We are people 
who come before our gods in self-rightgeous justification 
claiming that the bible is our authority for denying some 
people a place in the sun. We are a society which brags 
about what all we do for our old people while we watch 
them starve to death on social security and what little they 
can shop-lift. Lets face it, we're a society that slices up any- 
body too little to defend themselves and then pardon the 
president who all but raped the entire world with his game. 


If! sounda little bitter and defeated tonight, | probably am. 
I'm alittle tired. I haven't had good luck lately. It seems the 
harder I try, the deeper it gets. Yet | don’t want to come to 
you whinning. I don't have much use for whiners. I guess | 
can feel lucky. I have a window I can look out of. Course all 
I can see is steel and stone and barbed wire concertina, 
flood-lights and in one comer of the window I can see a 
gun tower. | can actually see about three inches square 
inches of sky. It is cold here lately. That is one thing I hav- 
en't been able to take for years. My hands are so crippled 
up that when it begins to get cold, they hurt. I never was a 
fan of pain. I never did understand self-flaggelation. I don’t 


think much of beating on others but it sure beats hell outof 
beating on me. 


It is difficult to laugh here. We've had them start playing 
with us lately, petty harassements, money is tight so that 
food has gone down. It's hard for me to resist the tempta- 
tion to spend little money on garbage food. Itisa hellofa 
note but sometimes it seems like | am my own worst 
enemy. Ican defeat most of the things that lam trying to do 
by tiny carelessness now and then. I've even lost the image 


of freedom and it is something that I've fo 
so many years. Somehow over the last 
the image has just gone away. I haven't heard fr 

my family for a year, maybe two. Let me tell oe pa of 
thing else. That is one bad thing about talking into a mee 


you tend to depress yourself pretty quick! z 
depress other people as well. ¥ and you 


ught to keep fo 
two or three <a 


l intend to start a journal sometime later this year. It is 
hope that Ican express some of the realities of death ie 4 
such a way that when the questions arise after | am th 
cuted that my own words will answer most of the ques- 
tions. Thatis a difficult thing to play with too. Itis more than 
just not having the money for it although that is Part of it. 
Part of it is having people that you trust to raise the issues. 
You just don’t want to keep something like that around 
because prison administrators constantly dig through your 
material though they leave mine pretty much alone, Quite 


frankly, they'd play hell trying to keep up with the volume 
of it. 


I think the biggest problem for me right now is that I’m 
begining to sense defeat. I'll probably regain my balance in 
a couple of weeks. But for right now, I just notice that 
they're not interested in hearing two years of investigation 
and evidence. We managed to find a witness who dug up 
some bloody clothing from the man who testified against 
me. They were his clothes, the ones he was wearing on the 
day of the crime. There seems to be blood over them. I was 
convicted totally on his testimony so it was important to 


have somebody up question his testimony. We had 
affadavits from a couple of the wardens here who knew 
him when he was here at the prison. Their official state- 
ments say that the guy who testified against me has fab- 
ticated crimes against other people before, that he manu- 
factured evidence to prove that they were guilty of the 
whatever it was that he was charging them with. The court 
wouldn't even listen. 


I guess it is a difficult thing for them to consider the idea that 
they might make a mistake. I hada drunk for an attomey, a 
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ublic defender. It didn’t work. My defence consisted of 
eleven questions. I subpoenaed 76 witnesses. The judge 
told him that he couldn't ask the state’s witness against me 
a series of questions so he just closed the case. Came back 
and told me not to worry about it that it was an automatic 
retrial. I've since found out that it is not automatic. accord- 
ing to American law, innocence is beside the point. The 
only way I can get a new trial to tell my side of it is if I can 
find a flaw in the way that they handled my case. The only 
flaw that I can point out to is incompetent counsel. It is 
difficult to get lawyers and judges to declare that another 
lawyer is incompetent. It is even more difficult to get them 
to say that they appointed a counsel to defend a man 
charged in a death penalty case and have him show up 
drunk most of the time. 


Itis hard to tell people who have not walked this particular 
mile in my particular shoes. But up to now I have always 
trusted society in a strange way. I never really felt that they 
would hurt me, that they would try. Somehow, that anda 
few other things in me have broken. Bitterness is doing to 
me things that | am ashamed of. It seems like I should be 
braver, that there should be an unwavering ability for me 
to face what it is | am looking at with my ideas and ways 
intact. But it isn’t so. I have to fight to maintain my balance 
everyday. I have to demand that I examine my own ways 
and means and thoughts and concepts at every tum, that! 
have to examine my own emotionalism. I am by nature a 
gentle man. | don’t say that as a gentleman in the social 


sense of the word because a gerftle man has made a con- 
scious choice to remain a gentle man.As I said, lama gen- 
tle man, intellectually agressive, very blunt. But I do noth- 
ing with the intent and purpose of hurting anything even if 
that is sometimes the result. 


It is my hope that the time I've taken to share in this will tell 
each of you something that you didn't know before, allow 
you to understand a little bit more and allow you to under- 
stand that I and people like me take note on your behalf. 
We are appreciative. We understand the limitations proba- 
bly better than you do but we also understand how hard it 
is to stay involved. Well this is as much feedback as I can 
give you. It is the most precious thing that I have, and that 
is, the hours and minutes of my life. thank you. I wish you 
peace, dignity and love. 


Paris would like anyone on the outside to write to him if 
they can aid him or if he can aid them in working against 
the death penalty. And dear prison censors, Bulldozer is 
not advocating that prisoners write to each other in contra- 
vention of prison regulations prohibiting contact between 
prisoners. Hence you will have to think, if possible, a little 
harder to come up with a reason to ban the magazine from 
your domain. 


Paris Carriger 
Box B 29425 
Florence, Arizona 
85232 


Spokane Brutality Trial 


On Wednesday-Feb.-24-82, a jury of eleven men and one 
woman found that Washington State Penitentiary guards 
Penitentiary guards did not use “‘excessive”’ force in chain- 
ing and beating 6 prisoners in the prison’s segregation unit 
on 8/july/79. The verdict, 5 to 1 against the prisoner plain- 
tiffs, was a surprise to most observers, especially consider- 
ing that an informal poll conducted shortly after the start of 
deliberations had the jury 5 to 1 in favour of the prisoners, 
as well as a shock. The case was supposed to be deter- 
mined on a preponderance of evidence and, according to 
plaintiff Danny Clark, ‘‘We didn’t have just a preponder- 
ance, we had an avalanche of evidence."* 


But the jury chose to ignore it, and chose to be guided by 
some unknown and unknowable rationale in reaching 
their verdict. Had the media representatives, spectators 
and even the judge been jurors, the outcome might have 
been much different. Judging from the change from thinly 
veiled hostility for the plaintiffs in the local media to appar- 
ent acceptance of the prisoners’ claims over the course of 
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the trial, the case appears to have merit that the jury 
refused, for unspecified reasons to acknowledge. Even the 
state's attorneys appeared to feel that the prisoners had 
something coming and argued only that they should 
receive a lesser amount than was justified. The Prisoners 
were not allowed to stay in Spokane for the verdict, but 
were taken back to Walla Walla immediately upon the 
jury's going out. Upon their retum, they were left shackled 
and chained until assistant wardens Kurt Peterson and 
Larry Kincheloe told them the verdict and were assured 
that the prisoners were not going to do anything. 


Prisoners involved jn the suit were understandably disap- 
pointed and feel even more disenfranchised than at the 
time they. were so brutally victimised. Plaintiff prisoner 
Issacs said three days after the verdict: “The justice system 
works against suppressed people, so it’s no wonder sup- 
pressed people have to work against the justice system. 

He continued, ‘I’m not looking for revenge, but if I ever 


have another beef with someone, I won't even think about 


taking it through the justice system. The‘alley’ system is 
fairer and faster.” 


Another prisoner in the case, Danny “Skeemo”” Atteberry, 
agreed with Gary's statments, and added: “This trial was a 
typical example of how the U.S. court system is unfair. The 
Poor and the powerless, in this case prisoners, are judged 
more on things other than the facts relative to the case.” 
He also averred that, “Contrary to allegations reported in 
the local media, the five prisoner plaintiffs are not agitating 
or planning a retalitory incident.”’ 


Prisoners in the general polulation also feel that they have 
lost something. Many believe that the repression and 
inhumane conditons would finally see daylight and that 
things could be improved asa result, belief in whose grave 
the district court jury and the system of which it is an ele- 
ment threw another large shovelful of dirt. Prisoners also 
feel that the 9th district Court of Appeals intentionally and 
to their detriment released the verdict in the Hoptowit case 
on 16-Feb.-82, and that this might have created the 
erroneous impression in the jurors that the prisoners had 


already won relief somewhere else because of the cross- 
over in the two cases. 


Tension has increased as this decison has precipitated a 
tealization that prisoners can rely on no-one but them- 
selves for protection. They feel that guards may take the ill 
outcome of the Spokane brutality trial as license to beat 


and harass and otherwise abuse prisoners, 
administration is taking the 9th olecut whee et the 
to implement with even more vigor its unjustifiably cane 
sive policies. Prisoners suspect the prison bureau, can ‘es- 
an ulterior motive in visiting this oppression on them ! of 
the courts of an anti prisoner bias. The result of the ra 
ity trial demonstrated again that they have no ids : 
trust the “justice” system. It is also rumored that the he 
prisoner plaintiffs will be “‘set-up”’ so that they can be ind e 
‘nitely be locked in segregation. Only public attention a 
supper can prevent these men from being victimised 
again — for being victims. 


Washington Prison News Service 


The Hole Truth 


Affadavits and written reports reaching out of Washington 
State Prison's infamous segragation unit from prisoners 
confined in there indicate that the situation is going from 
bad to worse. On Feb. 6, 1982 for instanse, it took 
approximatly 18 minutes to get the victim of an apparent 
heart attack out of his segregation cell and to the hospital. 
At about 6:45 P.M., Tommy Lewis began calling for help 
when he began to have difficulty breathing and feeling 
chest pains shortly after taking his medication prescribed 
for migraine headaches. All of the prisoners on the tier 
immediately took up the cry for help with shouts of ‘Man 
Down! Get the Gumey!’’, the only way prisoners are 
allowed to help each other in such emergencies. 


Officers Wordent, Oliphant, Hart and others reportedly 
thought the situation funny, smiled and joked, slow- 
walked, and wasted much time in dealing with this medical 
emergency. They also refused to let a prisoner trained in 
CPR out to render what assistance he could. Apparently 
aware of the negligent way in which the situation was han- 
dled, officer Hart refused to provide the names of the other 
unknown officers. That situation aggravated prisoners 
already great fears about their safety in the unit that the 
many incidents of denial of or inadequate medical atten- 
tion and other circumstances have raised. 


The attitude of the segregation staff is demonstrated by the 
reason for the guards’ refusal to wear the sanitary hats pro- 
vided by the kitchen while serving food because ‘‘cus- 
tody” thinks they look silly. It is also shown in incidents like 
a guard responding to a prisoner's complaints about his 
Picking a spoon off the floor. The tiers are often filthy with 
food debris, sour milk, garbage and human waste. The 
guard threw another onto the floor, picked it up and said: 
? “What's the fucking difference?” 
5 


still no programs available for prisoners to use in 
lance of a constructive way the 23 hours per day 
that they must spend in 6x9 foot cells for days, weeks, 
months and even years at a time. Prisoners there are not 
allowed to pursue basic leather, jewelery making or any of 
the other many hobbies that require tools capable of being 
used as weapons. Certainly radio and TVs are not allowed. 
Very few prisoners have them because they can't afford 
them. The state makes very few avialable. They have also 
been confiscated for sharing them. No classes are offered 
to seg. prisoners, though considering the audio visual 


There are 
any sembl 


» capability of the school and the prison closed circut TV 


station, it would not be difficult or expensive to make edu- 
cational opportunities available to prisoners. Recreation 
could also easily be expanded, given all the unused space 
abutting the present excuse for a segregation yard where 
buildings have been demolished. A bit of the $32 million 
slated for expenditure on tools of repression could be 
divert for their benefit. 


W.P.N.S. 
————e ee eee — ———— 


Personal Cuts 


_—_ 


At Purdy Women’s Prison in Washington state, Deodor- 
ant, cigarette rollers, sanitary pads, combs, douche pow- 
der, hygiene kits, hand lotion, matches, shampoo, tam- 
pons, tobacco, toothbrushes, toothpaste, hair rinse, 
denture cleaner, hair brushes, kleenexess. . .all this is no 
longer being supplied to the prisoners, unless they are in 
the maximum security unit, on close custody as new 
admissions, unable to work, and have no outside financial 
help. 


At present, there are no guidelines for determining who is 
and who is not eligible for state hand-outs. It is up to the 
individual counselor and unit supervisor to approve the 
woman for state issue hygiene items. . .this could very eas- 
ily turn into a “favorites” game. The inmate can hardly 
afford to supply all these items herself: the items listed 
come to about $27 at the canteen, and the average 
smoker spends approximately $28 a month on cigarettes. 
Most work here is paid 25 cents per hour, for a thirty hour 
work week. That is only thirty dollars a month. There is not 
much there; not enough for both personal care items, and 
whatever else a person needs or wants. The economy may 
not be too fantastic out there on the streets, but our unem- 
ployment rate is running between 50 and 60 percent. And 
there is no chance here of collecting unemployment com- 
pensation or welfare. 


W.P.N.S. 


Feast or Famine 


Many religious denominations have confronted and sur- 
vived their caesars. Comes now the Brotherhood of 
American Indians (BAI), a united nation of Indian People 
in pursuit of religous freedom at Wahsington State Prison 
at Walla Walla, facing caesar in the guise of Kurt Peterson, 
associate warden. Peterson wants to call all the shots and 
dictate to us how we can practise our religon. After approv- 
ing by memo dated 2-8-82, Peterson wishes to change 
canoes in midstream and interpret in his own English 
words, in his own English way, at the expense of Native 
American religon. The approving memo, grudgingly issue 
after some delay, states: “Fast will begin at 5:00 A.M. 
Members participating will be awakened by a designated 
BAI representative at 4:30 AM. Only the designated wake 
up man will be awakened by unit officers. Participants 
will be escorted to the south dining hall and counted there. 
Their prayer meeting will be from 5:00 A.M. to 6:45 A.M., 
at which time they will leave the kitchen before the main- 
line meal.” 


First of all, there are anywhere from 75 to 100 “‘skins” in 
the BAI, but only 50 were allowed to be on Peterson's 
memo. Secondly, Peterson put out the word to exclude 
any brothers from sack lunches if they did not participate in 
the sunrise ceremony or went to the chow hall during 
meals for coffee. There is no mention in the memo stipulat- 
ing that it is mandatory to be at the sunrise ceremony and 
we have always been allowed to drink liquids during fasts. 


Participation in the sunrise ceremony was not made part of 
the memo to allow for the differences in religous expres- 
sion among Native American Prisoners. And the chow 
halls are more than eating places here; meals are the only 
time many prisoners get out of their cells, and the chow 
hall is a social centre in which prisoners who don't ordinar- 
ily get to see each other can do so and we can share the 
spirit of our fast with our excluded brothers and other pris- 


oners. 


|, for example, | am an Indian Shaker; we believe in fast- 
ing, but don't practise the pipe ceremony or the sweat 
lodge. I was willing to deprive mybody of three mainline 
meals per day and be in spirit with the brotherhood by 
fasting. But Peterson saw fit to deprive me not only me of 
the evening sack lunch on 2-8-82, but my cellie as well. 
And we were notalone. Accoringly, | was forced to give up 
participation in the BAI Winter Sunrise to Sunset Fast on 
2-9-82 because it is not the intent of this spiritual expres- 
sion that members deprive themselves of all nourishment 
for a month. 
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Society Of The People Struggling To Be Free 


“Basically our defense will be this: If you were an Indian in 
Canada today, you'd run away too.” John Trudell knows 
what he is talking about, he has seen the inside of jails, 
been a prisoner of a society which has systematically 
destroyed his people. But today he speaks not for himself, 
but for Dino and Gary Butler, two members of the Ameri- 
can Indian Movement whose activities have run them 
afoul of the law. 


On February 23, 1981 the cousins were involved in an 
incident when a Vancouver police cruiser attempted to 
pull over the car in which the men were travelling. They 
fled, and a high speed chase ensued in which police claim 
shots were fired from the fleeing car. Weapons and 
ammunition were seized after the Butler's car overturned 
at an intersection in Bumaby, a suburb of Vancouver, and 
the men were arrested soon after they abandoned the 
wreck. 


Since then they have been held in Oakalla prison, their cell 
doors locked, chained and double locked. They have 
been held in chains with manacled legs and handcufféd 
during their pretrial appearances. Behind these bars they 
have prayed and fasted and struggled and won the right to 
their own religous ceremonies, a right long denied all 
native prisoners. They had won the right to smoke the 
pipe. 


“They are afraid of this Pipe!’ John Trudell tells the 60 
prospective jurors in the New Westminister Courthouse. 
Meanwhile in the courtroom, Chief Justice Allen 
McEachren is denying two motions by the Butler's lawyer 
Stan Guenther. Guenther argues that the jury panel, com- 
posed of 59 white people, and one East Indian is not repre- 
sentative. the selection process of taking names from the 
voter's list excludes transient populations such as young 
people and Indians. Motion denied. Guenther requests 
that the pipe, symbolizing truth and connection with God 
be allowed into the courtroom. 


Dino writes in a letter from prison last March: “In the west- 
em hemisphere there are many different tribes & nations 
that have their own language given to them by the 
Creator. Just as there are many different tribes and lan- 
guages, there are different ways of worshipping. Each 
nation has been given an ally-medicine that allows them to 
communicate with all life, such as the Sacred Pipe. 


“Tam a follower of the Sacred Pipe which represents all 
Creation, past, present and future. The Pipe is my 


medicine that helps me to pray, to communicate 
God. It is not known in the memory of my Peopl 
the First Pipe given to our People is. 


with my 
le how old 


Excluded from the courtroom, supporters gather 

around the door, peering through narrow glass win- 

dows. One of them is Lew Gurowitz, a Mass- 

achusett’s _attor- 
ney involed in 
native rights 
trials. 


“It is told, though, that a very long time ago 
there was a Buffalo Calf which 
appeared that changed into the human 
form of a woman carrying a bundle on 

her back. She appeared to the Lakota 
People and met with them and gave 

them a Pipe with instructions 

of the care and use of the Pipe. Tha 
Pipe is still in the possession of th 
Lakota People who call it ‘White- 
Buffalo-Calf-Pipe.. The Pipe | 
carry for my People is repre- 
sentative of that first Pipe. 


As Gurowitz peers into 
the room, one of the dep- 
uty sheriffs, mistaking Big 
Trea Lew for an Indian 
SSIS sks, What tribes are the But- 
lers from, Chief?’ Big Lew gives 
him a withering look,” but he 
keeps talking about how 
much racism there is in 


the U.S. 
The judge will not sia 


allow the Pipe 
Trudell tells the 
jurors as they file 
back into the 
courtroom. 


There’s not so much 
up here, you know,” 
he tells Gurowitz, 

“nothing at all like 
down there in the 


“You swear on a south.” 
bible, we use a Pipe. 

We guarantee it. It's 

just a Pipe, we made it 
out of wood, we use it to 
smoke tobacco — they 

will not allow this Pipe in 
the court.” 


You damn Canadi- 
ans,’ Big Lew says, 
“you're so damn smug. 
When I'm up here the 
whites tell me there’s no 
racism. But I get another story 
from the Indians.” 


Within the court the jury selection is com- 

pleted, seven women, five men, all white. Sup- 
porters, crowding the hallway, begin to trickle into 
the courtroom after they are searched. The search- 
ing procedure is as thorough as it was in the prelimi- 
nary hearings. Hand-held metal detectors are run 
over the body, up and down the legs, through the 
crotch. Shoes are removed and checked. Women 
deputies check the women's breasts and search the 
babies’ blankets. The children stand with exaggerated stiff- 


courtroom, the Butlers decline to participate further in 
the proceedings, and fire their lawyers, Guenther and 
dudy Gedye. The lawyers leave the room and the jury 
Process continues without them. 


Trudell: “We're tired of 400 years of being denied this 
tight to talk to white people honestly. It's like as if 
you've been accused of crimes and they wouldn't give 
you the bible to tell the truth on. It’s freedom of religon. 


ness for the search. Their arms are outstretched and their 
fists are clenched in defiance. 


In the courtroom, Chief Justice McEachem sits in a red and 
black robe behind an immense hardwood bench. Behind 
him red curtins are drawn up as in a theatre. Before him 
are the courtworkers, crown attomeys, and space reserved 
for the defense. Beyond that, Dino and Gary sit in a 
wooden box with three raised sides of plexiglass. 


McEachren reuests a plea, but the Butlers sit silently not 
even acknowledging the request. McEachren orders a not 
guilty plea entered on their behalf. The trial begins. 


The charges include: attempted murder, possession of a 
weapon with dangerous intent, possession of an unregis- 
tered gun, pointing a firearm without lawful excuse, and 
criminal negligence in the operation of a motor vehicle. 


The crown sets out its case carefully. The first witness, A 
Bumaby RCMP officer, provides the court with sketches of 
the chase route and the location where the men were 
arrested. Then Sergant Robert Graham from the Burnaby 
RCMP Identification section testifies. Graham says he was 
called to the British Columbia Institute of Technology Feb. 
23, 1981 to examine a car. He says he was “mainly look- 
ing for lead framents."’ He found two; one wedged in the 
wheel well, one lying loose on top of a shock absorber. He 
also noted a small dent on the bumper. Testimony from 
the officer who arrested Dino shows that he actually gave 
himself up. Gary Meadwell, now a student at the Univer- 
sity.of Western Ontario tells the court that he was called to 
the area of Kingsway and Imperial to patrol when he saw 
Dino walking down the street with a parka over his arm. 
He approached Dino, who gave him the parka. Checking 
the pocket he discovered two handguns, .357 caliber 
revolvers. He told the court that he then placed Dino 
under arrest. 


As the day's proceedings end, Dino and Gary are led from 
the courtroom. They wave clenched fists at the Spectators, 
and wear smiles. In contempt of court, norie of the spec- 
tators rise for the judge's departure. 


Security remains tight for the second day of the trial. The 
two Vancouver Police Officers who began the chase offer, 
conflicting versions of what happened. They saw Dino ina 
pay phone booth at Renfrew and Grandview Highway. 
Gary sat, waiting in the passenger seat of a car parked at” 
the curb. The cops called in the license number of the 
Oregon-plated car to the central computor and while wait- 


ing they circled the block. 


As the police retum, Dino leaves the phone booth and gets 
in the car. Constable Craig Peters said Dino ran to the car, 
and took off very quickly. He said the men were being 
pulled over for speeding. 


The other constable, lan Holden, said Dino quietly walked 
to the car, and drove off. He says they were being stopped 
for a regular traffic check. 


At Boundary Road the police switched on their siren and 
flashing light. The car makes a tum onto the freeway ramp 
and pulls over. As they get out of the police car, Dino and 


Gary take off, accelerating onto the freeway. Supporters 
say that as the police were getting out of their car, they 
were reaching for their revolvers, but since there is no 
defense, these questions are not raised. The chase con- 
tinues along the freeway to Willingdon, where it heads 
south. Peters says shots were fired before they crossed 


Canada Way; Holden says all the shots were fired after 
Canada Way. 


Outside the court supporters hold a singing circle in the 
waiting area. McEachren orders deputy sheriffs to stop the 
singing and druming, but they are unable to find anyone in 
oo te ask Guenther and Gurowitz to do some- 
ing, but they are neither singing nor orchestrating. Thi 
song ends when it is finished. saat 


A radio reporter asks John Trudell where he’s from. 
“The western hemisphere, man, where are you from” 
“Around here,” says the radio reporter. 

“No way”’ Trudell replies, “You are all from Europe.” 


Another cop testifies how he arrested Gary. 

nnon, off duty from the North Vencouag t RCMP oon 
time, saw the accident and the men fleeing the overturn 4 
car. Shannon told the court that he chased the two m i 
identifying himself as a police officer, but Dino turned eel 
pointed a gun at him. He backed off, palms outstretched at 


his sides. He caught up to the men again after they jumped 
a fence, he said, and grabbed Gary who did not struggle. 


A firearms expert, Earl Hall of the RCMP crime detection 
laboratory, testified that he examined the weapons seized. 
He said that he test fired the guns to ensure they worked, 
but he did not test for accuracy. He said he did not check to 
see if the guns had been cleaned. If the guns had been 
cleaned it would have proved that the Butlers fired no 
shots, otherwise it would be inconclusive. 


Hall also examined the lead fragments Graham pulled 
from underneath the car at BCIT. He told the court that 
they were “consistent” with bullet fragments. But at the 


preliminary hearings he admitted they were consistent 
with lead from a wheel balancing weight. 


A Midas Muffler worker who witnessed the accident told 
the court a man he identified as Dino had pointed a gun at 
him after he approached the man. 


Dennis Reilly, a B.C. Hydro employee, testified that he 
and his partner saw the natives fleeing the overtumed car 
and decided to give chase. He said one man tried to break 
into a garage and the other man ran right at him, He is 
asked to identify the man who ran at him. 


Dino sits in the box with his head bowed. The judge orders 
him to raise it so Reilly can see if he is the same man. He 
does not respond. McEachren orders the deputy sheriffs to 
make Dino raise his head. Everybody tenses. Deputy 
sheriffs surround the box and one enters, lifting Dino's 
head while Reilly identifies him. Reilly testifies that Dino 
ran at him, then pointed a gun. 


“For Christ's sakes man, don’t shoot man, or we're both 
gone,” Reilly testifies he said. 


On the final day it is the defense’s turn. Dino tells the court: 
“I offer no defense.” Gary says: “I wish to call no 
defense.” 


The crown prosecutor Norris waives the right to sum up his 
argument, and the accused have the right to speak. Dino 
speaks, telling the court he is a Pipe carrier of the Tuney 
tribe of Oregon's Siletz Indians. 


“The voice you hear comming from me today is not my 
voice alone: it is the voice of generations before me and 
generations to come. Because | was denied my right to 
have my Pipe in this courtroom I felt | was not all here, a 
part of me was not here.”’ He told the court they had heard 
only half the truth. 


“Tam not a criminal” he said. 


“(In jail) I prayed hard, really hard, that | would not hate 
my enemy that tries to supress my spirit. We still believe 
that we still have our shackles by being denied our religon 
in this courtroom. My brother and I, we begin to feel alittle 
bit like Jesus Christ when he was nailed to the cross. It is 
not a good feeling.” 


Dino explained the situation when he would not raise his 
head for Reilly to identify him. Standing with arms out- 
stretched, he said he lifts his head to the sky and the wind 
to pray, “and I could not lift my head to that hypocrite who 
was lying after he swore on the Bible.” 26 


Gary asks to have Trudell, his people’s Pipe carrier, to 
address the jury. Request denied: Trudell is not a member 
of the Bar in B.C. 


The jury is out less than two and a half hours. Guilty. But 
the attempted murder charge has been reduced to 
attempting to wound. Dino and Gary smile and wave at 
the spectators who include Dino's parents and his seven 
month old son he has never held. They are taken back to 
jail. Sentencing will come later. 


But Dino and Gary have seen the inside of jails before. 
Dino and Leonard Peltier were charged with murder after 
the Wounded Knee uprising. He was acquitted on the 
grounds of self-defense. 


Gary has been in and out of institutions since he was taken 
from his parents at the age of two and placed in a white 
foster home. 


Trudell knows. He knows the names of Joseph Stuntz, 
Anna Mae Aquash, Dallas Thundershield, Bobby Gene 
Garcia and Roque Duenas. Like Gary and Dino, they were 
all AIM warriors, but now they are all dead. No one has 
served time for these murders. 


Trudell knows the reality of FBI threats, such as the one 
laid on Dino when he was aquitted. Once he burned 
an American flag in front of the FBI building. The next day 
his wife, mother-in-law and child were killed in a house 
fire. “A deliberate act of political assassination” he says. 


And that is why they are called The Society of the People 
Struggling to be Free. 


Gary and Dino were later sentenced to four years for their 
“crimes”. In Oakalla, a provincial prison, they used a 
series of hunger strikes in order to win the right to have 
their pipe and sacred herbs, sage and sweet grass, for cere- 
monies in their cells. The last strike went 22 days before 
the prison officials gave in after having gone back on their 
word after a previous strike. This is an important precedent 
in Canada for native prisoners. Now that they are in a fed- 
eral institution, it is assumed that they will be back to where 
they started from in their quest for religous freedom. 


Write to them: Gary Leroy Butler and Darelle (Dino) But- 
ler at Box 2,000, Agassiz, B.C. Canada. Their supporters 
and kin can be reached at: The Society of the People 
Struggling to be Free, c-o Box 790, Station A, Vancouver, 
B.C. 


This article originally appeared in the Ubessey, the stu- 
dent newspaper at the University of British Columbia 
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Yellow Thunder Camp 
a vere rh ao ner ate ae 


Hau: 


Message from the Brothers and Sisters at Yellow Thunder 
Camp in the Paha Sapa (Black Hills). 


Hau brothers and sisters in greed’s guili houses: I have 
been out of greed’s evil since December 31, 12:A.M., 
1980 and have been here in Paha Sapa since I moved to 
the camp in May after living in Rapid City 12 miles away. 
It's beautiful to live free of evil surroundings, we have 
been experiencing love of spirits, everyday and night. 


Our are lives completely free of snags from evil. Every 
day that comes is pure happiness with what we have and 
how we live. It is cold now but our hearts are beating with 
happiness now that we are home. 


We have twenty teepees insulated, stoves, the dome 
which is 40x20, for school, meetings, meals, ceremonies. 
They've set an eviction hearing in Pierre South Dakota 
for this month (February) but no set date yet. But that 
hearing has no bearing on our decisons. We are not leav- 
ing. We are home in our sacred land. 


Our prayers are said at each meal and at sweats for our 
brothers and sisters in greed’s ironhouses. 


Il as Greed's x-prisoner in the ironhouses, am now out in 
freedom at camp. | have named the ridge surrounding 
the camp on the Northside for our brothers and sisters in 
prison and was living at the top until September when | 
moved to town to find employment from the rednecks 
around here. I'm back out here now and do come in to 
talk to the brothers in different prisons.! need some help 
in naming the ridge for our brothers and sisters in prison. 


I would like to explain this project to you and the brothers 
and sisters in the ironhouses. 


This outpost will develop communications between the 
walls of the forts across the land. It is important that we 
live with this til our Love and Blood are released from 
prison-forts. 


We as Indians and non-Indians out here do have a little 
more freedom to talk, walk, learn, survive and live with 
the Great Creator. As we continue to survive in this 
world, we do know justice, injustice, good spirits, evil 


spirits out here in this prison. But at the same time we 28 


should not forget our Love and Blood in the dreadful life 
in the prison-forts, I have been in those forts and do know 
the life in there. 


I guess to make things easier, I need your help in terms of 
Love, Blood, concem, sacrifice, travel, funds, letters, 
Phone calls, news, networking, writing, support and most 
of all love and prayers for our Blood that roam in the pris- 
ons. 


One priority is a News Letter. I will handle everything 
here in Rapid City, S.D. What I need from the bros’ and 
sisters in each prison fort is for them to send me your 
Number and Name and anything you would like to write. 
I will compile them all each month and send them out. I'll 
try for monthly issues. 


The people out here in town will be seeking more support 
and interest, new addresses, etc. All of the forts are under 
heavy security but are categorized as: Maximum, 
Medium, Minimum, Close. There are just a few more 
minutes and privileges in one rather than the other but 
still heavy attitudes. 


The laws are different in each ironhouse so we will 
explain all the laws in this newsletter plus much more of 
life in prison. From each prison, bros’ could write of new 
laws, update of life in prison. There is much that happens 
that should be spoken. So bros’ feel the mood and write 
about the daily activities from lock-up to lock-down. 


We should move on this first priority soon. 


Write to Ron Two Bulls — Tatankanumba, P.O. Box 
9188, Yellow Thunder Camp, Rapid City, S.D. 57701, 
USA. 


On April 4, 1981, the Dakota American Indian Move- 
ment established the Yellow Thunder Encampment in 
the Black Hills near Rapid City, S.D. on land that is cur- 
rently being claimed by the U.S. Forest Service. A claim 
was filed by the camp for 800 acres with the Pennington 
County Registrar of Deeds. On April 22, the camp filed a 
Special Use Application with the U.S. Forest Service. This 
application was for construction of 83 permanent struc- 
tures to be used for religous, educational and residential 


purposes. 


This form was followed by a report on May 29 that 
detailed the work that was to be done such as the 
geodesic dome and the solar and wind energy equipment 
that are to be installed. The camp has cited the 1868 Fort 
Laramie Treaty, Article VI of the U.S. Constitution, and 
the 1978 Indian Religous Freedom Act, which guarantees 
Native people access to sites and burial grounds and 
which guarantees the use of their sacred objects for tradi- 
tional ceremonies. 


An April 11 meeting held at the camp drew over 300 sup- 
porters and representatives of the Lakota Nation. Two 
resolutions were passed: the first calling for the U.S. con- 
gress to review the Black Hills claim, particularily Article 
XIl of the Fort Laramie Treaty which clearly shows that 
the tribal governments set up by the U.S. governemnt in 
1934 have no right to negotiate claims related to the 
1868 Treaty; the second resolution called for a halt to all 
litigation by the tribal govemments and their represent- 
atives. 


On August 11, 1981, the Yellow Thunder Camp made a 
formal request to the Secretary of the Interior, James 
Watt, and to the Secretary of Agriculture, John Block, 
that the 800 acre claim area be withdrawn from the pub- 
lic domain. The request was made under the Federal 
Land Policy and Management Act of 1976, which gives 
the federal government the authority to withdraw land 
from the public domain under certain provisions. The 
Forest Service has sold timber within the 800 acre area 
and logging operations and road building are scheduled 
to begin in late spring. Also a grazing permit has been 
issued to a Texas rancher. 


Yellow Thunder Camp has the support of many individu- 
als and organizations in the Rapid City area, across the 
nation and in many foreign countries. This summer 38 
members of the U.S. House of Representatives endorsed 
a letter requesting that the U.S. Forest Service approve 
the Special Use Application for the Yellow Thunder 
Camp. 


Some of the other camp supporters are: The Black Hills 
Sioux Nation Council, the American Friends Service 
Committee, the Pennington County Democratic Forum, 
the South Dakota United Methodist Church, The Black 
Hills Alliance, the Acting Director of the National Catholic 
Rural Life Conferece, the Vice-President of the Rosebud 
Sioux tribe and many more religous and social 
service organizations. On July 8, 1981, the Black Hills 
National Forest Service held a public hearing to listen to 


comments on the camp's application. Those expressing 2 


opinions were overwhelmingly in favour of the applica- 
tion. 


Throughout the summer and spring, the people of Yellow 
Thunder Camp have complied with all the laws and regu- 
lations of the Forest Service. People living in the camp 
have set up a kitchen, tipis, tents, a solar shower, a solar 
food dehydrator, and have planted a garden. Meat and 
wild berries have been dried for the winter and an earth 
oven and geodesic dome to be used as a school and a 
community meeting area are nearly complete. 


The goal of the Yellow Thunder Encampment is to, build 
@ permanent spiritual community in harmony with the 
environment, utilizing solar and wind energy and other 
non-fossil fuel sources of energy. The buildings are to be 
constructed of local natural materials. The centrality of 
the the Black Hills to Lakota spirituality is well docu- 
mented and in also in evidence within the text of the 
1868 Fort Laramie Treaty, the last formal and legally 
binding agreement reached between the soverign Lakota 


- Nation and the United States. 


keeping our eyes off what the govemments are actually 
doing that the final word is unlikely to be quick. 

Itis difficult for me to look at itand speak with a realism that 
says I'm going to die. I don't want that death to be mean- 
ingless. Now it seems unlikely that I'm going to manage to 
clear myself because unless you've got money to push that 
kind of fight, unless you have access to people of power, 
people of public prestige, no one truely examines what it is 
that you're saying. 


It is important to me that I not be robbed of dignity; that I 
not be thrown away. I will not die silently. I will not pretend 
that | am in agreement with society. From that day that | 
was sentenced to die til now I have told them that when the 
time comes for them to execute me, they're going to have 
to come in and get me. I'm not going to die. They're going 
to have to kill me. I have no intention of making it clean 
and easy. You see, it is an odd thing about society but 
society often gets the odd idea that they have the right to 


do something simply because nobody stops them. Well, 
I'm not going to do that. I will not walk to my death with all 
due dignity. I will not acquiese to death. | dread it, not 
because of the dying itself, my life has been one that has 
lead me to paths that leave very little fear of the physical. It 
took me a long time to get to the point where I understood 
me, a long time to get to the point where I liked me. In 
these late years, I don't want the way of my dying to 
destroy what I most like about me. Yet in the end I will 
have to come to a decison as to just how hard I will fight. 
It's a little pathetic to say I will fight a little bit. But it is 
disgusting to say that | would killa copat the door knowing 
that it will not save my life, knowing that he is doing noth- 
ing more but carrying out the official orders of this society. 
That is a reality that I grappel with almost constantly. And, 
as of yet, | have been unable to find the fine line of morals 
in there; the right and wrong of it. | suspect that I will be 
wrong no matter what I do. Somehow or other it must be 
brought home to the general public that I wanted to live, 
that this life was mine, that this life was taken from me, it 


was not something that I gave up. It's a hard series of defi- 
nitions to make simply because I am talking to strangers 
who have never understood the elements of my life mostly 
because | never bothered to explain them. My life is one 
where I decided what I did and I decided it for my reasons. 
In many cases | do not bow to the laws of this society 
because quite frankly on many issues the morals of this 
society stink. 


We are people who call other people niggers and jews and 
spics and chinks and god knows what else. We are people 
who come before our gods in self-rightgeous justification 
claiming that the bible is our authority for denying some 
people a place in the sun. We are a society which brags 
about what all we do for our old people while we watch 
them starve to death on social security and what little they 
can shop-lift. Lets face it, we're a society that slices up any- 
body too little to defend themselves and then pardon the 
president who all but raped the entire world with his game. 


If] sounda little bitter and defeated tonight, | probably am. 
I'm alittle tired. I haven't had good luck lately. It seems the 
harder | try, the deeper it gets. Yet | don’t want to come to 
you whinning. I don't have much use for whiners. I quess I 
can feel lucky. I have a window I can look out of. Course all 
I can see is steel and stone and barbed wire concertina, 
flood-lights and in one comer of the window I can see a 
gun tower. | can actually see about three inches square 
inches of sky. It is cold here lately. That is one thing I hav- 
en't been able to take for years, My hands are so crippled 
up that when it begins to get cold, they hurt. I never was a 
fan of pain. Inever did understand self-flaggelation. I don’t 


think much of beating on others but it sure beats hell out of 
beating on me, 


It is difficult to laugh here. We've had them start playing 
with us lately, petty harassements, money is tight so that 
food has gone down. It's hard for me to resist the tempta- 
tion to spend a little money on garbage food. Itis a hellofa 
note but sometimes it seems like | am my own worst 
enemy. I can defeat most of the things that lam tryingto do 
by tiny carelessness now and then. I've even lost the image 


of freedom and it is something that I’ve fo 
so many years. Somehow over the last 
the image has just gone away. I haven’t heard fr 

my family for a year, maybe two. Let me tell pas of 
thing else. That is one bad thing about talking into a tne 


you tend to depress yourself pretty quick ; 
depress other people as well. quickly and you 


ught to keep f 
two or three ta 


I intend to start a journal sometime later this year. It is 
hope that Ican express some of the realities of death row! 
such a way that when the questions arise a : 
cuted that my own words will answer most of the que’ 
tions. Thatis a difficult thing to play with too. Itis more than 
just not having the money for it although that is part of it. 
Part of it is having people that you trust to raise the issues. 
You just don’t want to keep something like that around 
because prison administrators constantly dig through your 
material though they leave mine pretty much alone. Quite 


frankly, they'd play hell trying to keep up with the volume 
of it. 


fter | am exe. 


I think the biggest problem for me right now is that I'm 
begining to sense defeat. I'll probably regain my balance in 
a couple of weeks. But for right now, I just notice that 
they're not interested in hearing two years of investigation 
and evidence. We managed to find a witness who dug up 
some bloody clothing from the man who testified against 
me. They were his clothes, the ones he was wearing on the 
day of the crime. There seems to be blood over them. I was 
convicted totally on his testimony so it was important to 


have somebody up question his testimony. We had 
affadavits from a couple of the wardens here who knew 
him when he was here at the prison. Their official state- 
ments say that the guy who testified against me has fab- 
ticated crimes against other people before, that he manu- 
factured evidence to prove that they were guilty of the 
whatever it was that he was charging them with. The court 
wouldn't even listen. 


I guess itis a difficult thing for them to consider the idea that 
they might make a mistake. I hada drunk for an attomey, a 
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ublic defender. It didn’t work. My defence consisted of 
eleven questions. I subpoenaed 76 witnesses. The judge 
told him that he couldn't ask the state's witness against me 
a series of questions so he just closed the case. Came back 
and told me not to worry about it that it was an automatic 
retrial. I've since found out that it is not automatic. accord- 
ing to American law, innocence is beside the point. The 
only way I can get a new trial to tell my side of it is if | can 
find a flaw in the way that they handled my case. The only 
flaw that I can point out to is incompetent counsel. It is 
difficult to get lawyers and judges to declare that another 
Jawyer is incompetent. It is even more difficult to get them 
to say that they appointed a counsel to defend a man 
charged in a death penalty case and have him show up 
drunk most of the time. 


Itis hard to tell people who have not walked this particular 
mile in my particular shoes. But up to now I have always 
trusted society in a strange way. I never really felt that they 
would hurt me, that they would try. Somehow, that anda 
few other things in me have broken. Bitterness is doing to 
me things that | am ashamed of. It seems like I should be 
braver, that there should be an unwavering ability for me 
to face what it is | am looking at with my ideas and ways 
intact. But it isn't so. I have to fight to maintain my balance 
everyday. I have to demand that I examine my own ways 
and means and thoughts and concepts at every tur, that! 
have to examine my own emotionalism. I am by nature a 
gentle man. | don’t say that as a gentleman in the social 


sense of the word because a gerftle man has made a con- 
scious choice to remain a gentle man.As I said, lama gen- 
tle man, intellectually agressive, very blunt. But I do noth- 
ing with the intent and purpose of hurting anything even if 
that is sometimes the result. 


Itis my hope that the time I've taken to share in this will tell 
each of you something that you didn't know before, allow 
you to understand a little bit more and allow you to under- 
stand that I and people like me take note on your behalf. 
We are appreciative. We understand the limitations proba- 
bly better than you do but we also understand how hard it 
is to stay involved. Well this is as much feedback as I can 
give you. It is the most precious thing that I have, and that 
is, the hours and minutes of my life. I thank you. I wish you 
peace, dignity and love. 


Paris would like anyone on the outside to write to him if 
they can aid him or if he can aid them in working against 
the death penalty. And dear prison censors, Bulldozer is 
not advocating that prisoners write to each other in contra- 
vention of prison regulations prohibiting contact between 
prisoners. Hence you will have to think, if possible, a little 
harder to come up with a reason to ban the magazine from 
your domain. 


Paris Carriger 
Box B 29425 
Florence, Arizona 
85232 


Spokane Brutality Trial 


On Wednesday-Feb.-24-82, a jury of eleven men and one 
woman found that Washington State Penitentiary guards 
Penitentiary guards did not use “‘excessive”’ force in chain- 
ing and beating 6 prisoners in the prison’s segregation unit 
on 8/july/79. The verdict, 5 to 1 against the prisoner plain- 
tiffs, was a surprise to most observers, especially consider- 
ing that an informal poll conducted shortly after the start of 
deliberations had the jury 5 to 1 in favour of the prisoners, 
as well as a shock. The case was supposed to be deter- 
mined on a preponderance of evidence and, according to 
plaintiff Danny Clark, ‘‘We didn't have just a preponder- 
ance, we had an avalanche of evidence." 


But the jury chose to ignore it, and chose to be guided by 
some unknown and unknowable rationale in reaching 
their verdict. Had the media representatives, spectators 
and even the judge been jurors, the outcome might have 
been much different. Judging from the change from thinly 
veiled hostility for the plaintiffs in the local media to appar- 
ent acceptance of the prisoners’ claims over the course of 
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the trial, the case appears to have merit that the jury 
refused, for unspecified reasons to acknowledge. Even the 
state's attorneys appeared to feel that the prisoners had 
something coming and argued only that they shoult 
receive a lesser amount than was justified. The Prisoners 
were not allowed to stay in Spokane for the verdict, but 
were taken back to Walla Walla immediately upon the 
jury's going out. Upon their return, they were left shackled 
and chained until assistant wardens Kurt Peterson and 
Larry Kincheloe told them the verdict and were assured 
that the prisoners were not going to do anything. 


Prisoners involved jn the suit were understandably disap- 
pointed and feel even more disenfranchised than at the 
time they. were so brutally victimised. Plaintiff prisoner 
Issacs said three days after the verdict: “The justice system 
works against suppressed people, so it's no wonder sup- 
pressed people have to work against the justice system. 

He continued, “I’m not looking for revenge, but if | ever 


have another beef with someone, I won't even think about 


taking it through the justice system. The‘alley’ system is 
fairer and faster.” 


Another prisoner in the case, Danny ““Skeemo” Atteberry, 
agreed with Gary's statments, and added: “This trial was a 
typical example of how the U.S. court system is unfair. The 
Poor and the powerless, in this case prisoners, are judged 
more on things other than the facts relative to the case.”’ 
He also averred that, “Contrary to allegations reported in 
the local media, the five prisoner plaintiffs are not agitating 
or planning a retalitory incident.”’ 


Prisoners in the general polulation also feel that they have 
lost something. Many believe that the repression and 
inhumane conditons would finally see daylight and that 
things could be improved asa result, belief in whose grave 
the district court jury and the system of which it is an ele- 
ment threw another large shovelful of dirt. Prisoners also 
feel that the 9th district Court of Appeals intentionally and 
to their detriment released the verdict in the Hoptowit case 
on 16-Feb.-82, and that this might have created the 
erroneous impression in the jurors that the prisoners had 


already won relief somewhere else because of the cross- 
over in the two cases. 


Tension has increased as this decison has precipitated a 
tealization that prisoners can rely on no-one but them- 
selves for protection. They feel that guards may take the ill 
outcome of the Spokane brutality trial as license to beat 


and harass and otherwise abuse prisoners, 
administration is taking the 9th etre sri at the 
to implement with even more vigor its unjustifiably By 
sive policies. Prisoners suspect the prison bliranceee 
an ulterior motive in visiting this oppression on them y of 
the courts of an anti prisoner bias. The result of the EL 
ity trial demonstrated again that they have no reason a 
trust the “justice” system. It is also rumored that the a 
Prisoner plaintiffs will be “set-up” so that they can be ind : 
‘nitely be locked in segregation. Only public attention 4 
supper can prevent these men from being victimised 
again — for being victims. 


Washington Prison News Service 


The Hole Truth 


Affadavits and written reports reaching out of Washington 
State Prison’s infamous segragation unit from prisoners 
confined in there indicate that the situation is going from 
bad to worse. On Feb. 6, 1982 for instanse, it took 
approximatly 18 minutes to get the victim of an apparent 
heart attack out of his segregation cell and to the hospital. 
At about 6:45 P.M., Tommy Lewis began calling for help 
when he began to have difficulty breathing and feeling 
chest pains shortly after taking his medication prescribed 
for migraine headaches. All of the prisoners on the tier 
immediately took up the cry for help with shouts of ‘Man 
Down! Get the Gumey!’’, the only way prisoners are 
allowed to help each other in such emergencies. 


Officers Wordent, Oliphant, Hart and others reportedly 
thought the situation funny, smiled and joked, slow- 
walked, and wasted much time in dealing with this medical 
emergency. They also refused to let a prisoner trained in 
CPR out to render what assistance he could. Apparently 
aware of the negligent way in which the situation was han- 
dled, officer Hart refused to provide the names of the other 
unknown officers. That situation aggravated prisoners 
already great fears about their safety in the unit that the 
many incidents of denial of or inadequate medical atten- 
tion and other circumstances have raised. 


The attitude of the segregation staff is demonstrated by the 
reason for the guards’ refusal to wear the sanitary hats pro- 
vided by the kitchen while serving food because ‘‘cus- 
tody” thinks they look silly. It is also shown in incidents like 
a guard responding to a prisoner's complaints about his 
Picking a spoon off the floor. The tiers are often filthy with 
food debris, sour milk, garbage and human waste. The 
guard threw another onto the floor, picked it up and said: 
“What's the fucking difference?” 
35 


still no programs available for prisoners to use in 

semblance of a constructive way the 23 hours per day 
at they must spend in 6x9 foot cells for days, weeks, 
months and even years at a time. Prisoners there are not 
allowed to pursue basic leather, jewelery making or any of 
the other many hobbies that require tools capable of being 
used as weapons. Certainly radio and TVs are not allowed. 
Very few prisoners have them because they can't afford 
them. The state makes very few avialable. They have also 
been confiscated for sharing them. No classes are offered 
to seg. prisoners, though considering the audio visual 


There are 


» capability of the school and the prison closed circut TV 


station, it would not be difficult or expensive to make edu- 
cational opportunities available to prisoners. Recreation 
could also easily be expanded, given all the unused space 
abutting the present excuse for a segregation yard where 
buildings have been demolished. A bit of the $32 million 
slated for expenditure on tools of repression could be 
divert for their benefit. 


W.P.N.S. 
_ 


Personal Cuts 


__ 


At Purdy Women's Prison in Washington state, Deodor- 
ant, cigarette rollers, sanitary pads, combs, douche pow- 
der, hygiene kits, hand lotion, matches, shampoo, tam- 
pons, tobacco, toothbrushes, toothpaste, hair rinse, 
denture cleaner, hair brushes, kleenexess. . .all this is no 
longer being supplied to the prisoners, unless they are in 
the maximum security unit, on close custody as new 
admissions, unable to work, and have no outside financial 
help. 


At present, there are no guidelines for determining who is 
and who is not eligible for state hand-outs. It is up to the 
individual counselor and unit supervisor to approve the 
woman for state issue hygiene items. . .this could very eas- 
ily turn into a “favorites” game. The inmate can hardly 
afford to supply all these items herself: the items listed 
come to about $27 at the canteen, and the average 
smoker spends approximately $28 a month on cigarettes. 
Most work here is paid 25 cents per hour, for a thirty hour 
work week. That is only thirty dollars a month. There is not 
much there; not enough for both personal care items, and 
whatever else a person needs or wants. The economy may 
not be too fantastic out there on the streets, but our unem- 
ployment rate is running between 50 and 60 percent. And 
there is no chance here of collecting unemployment com- 
pensation or welfare. 


W.P.N.S. 


Feast or Famine 


Many religious denominations have confronted and sur- 
vived their caesars. Comes now the Brotherhood of 
American Indians (BAI), a united nation of Indian People 
in pursuit of religous freedom at Wahsington State Prison 
at Walla Walla, facing caesar in the guise of Kurt Peterson, 
associate warden. Peterson wants to call all the shots and 
dictate to us how we can practise our religon. After approv- 
ing by memo dated 2-8-82, Peterson wishes to change 
canoes in midstream and interpret in his own English 
words, in his own English way, at the expense of Native 
American religon. The approving memo, grudgingly issue 
after some delay, states: ‘Fast will begin at 5:00 A.M. 
Members participating will be awakened by a designated 
BAI representative at 4:30 AM. Only the designated wake 
up man will be awakened by unit officers. Participants 
will be escorted to the south dining hall and counted there. 
Their prayer meeting will be from 5:00 A.M. to 6:45 A.M., 
at which time they will leave the kitchen before the main- 
line meal.” 


First of all, there are anywhere from 75 to 100 “'skins”’ in 
the BAI, but only 50 were allowed to be on Peterson's 
memo. Secondly, Peterson put out the word to exclude 
any brothers from sack lunches if they did not participate in 
the sunrise ceremony or went to the chow hall during 
meals for coffee. There is no mention in the memo stipulat- 
ing that it is mandatory to be at the sunrise ceremony and 
we have always been allowed to drink liquids during fasts. 


Participation in the sunrise ceremony was not made part of 
the memo to allow for the differences in religous expres- 
sion among Native American Prisoners. And the chow 
halls are more than eating places here; meals are the only 
time many prisoners get out of their cells, and the chow 
hall is a social centre in which prisoners who don't ordinar- 
ily get to see each other can do so and we can share the 
spirit of our fast with our excluded brothers and other pris- 


oners. 


|, for example, | am an Indian Shaker; we believe in fast- 
ing, but don't practise the pipe ceremony or the sweat 
lodge. I was willing to deprive mybody of three mainline 
meals per day and be in spirit with the brotherhood by 
fasting. But Peterson saw fit to deprive me not only me of 
the evening sack lunch on 2-8-82, but my cellie as well. 
And we were notalone. Accoringly, | was forced to give up 
participation in the BAI Winter Sunrise to Sunset Fast on 
2-9-82 because it is not the intent of this spiritual expres- 
sion that members deprive themselves of all nourishment 
for a month. 
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The limitation of food items and their preparation is 
another can of worms. Peterson stipulated that only a light 
sack lunch be served by the stewarts and distributed to the 
wings in the evenings for participants in the fast. Peterson's 
interpretation of Indian food items is: a sandwhich, fry 
bread, peanut butter, jam orjelly and milk or coffee. Tradi- 
tional foods were denied, even though such foods have 
been allowed in the past and are allowed elsewhere. The 
constitution, statues and case law support the right of not 
only Native Americans, but of Jewish and Muslim and 
other denomination prisoners to be provided with the food 
and cooking facilities their religous dietary laws demand. 


Brothers in the hole weren't eating regular meals and hav- 
en't even received sack lunches and Jewish and Muslim 
prisoners there are similarily deprived of the caloric and 
nutritional intake of foods forbidden to them yet they are 
also denied the right to pursue their spiritual identity by 


Leing deprived of their sacred foods. In 1978, Senator’ 


Abourezk made the following statments in support of S. J. 
Resolution 102, subsequently enacted into law on August 
11, 1978 as the American Religous Freedom Act, C.P.L. 


95-341, 42 USC 1976: * Unfortunately, 
there have been increasing incidents of infri . 
religous rights of American Indians. New. bamace the 
been raised against the pursuit of their traditional cult gi 
of which religon is an integral part. . .”, and. « Ane Ure, 
does not need to violate the religons of her native ee 
There is room for, and great value in cultural and ae 
diversity.”” Little by little we are being eaten alive: Amo: 

Reed is pulling the strings, and his puppets can only ped 
ply with silver tongues and big sticks. All things considered, 
I would rather be in North Carolina — Amos Reed direc. 
tor of WA corrections used to be there ; ; 


in recent Years 


Speeding Bull Capoeman 
W.P.N.S, 


Washington Prison News Service supplies constant 
information on the state of Washington’s prisons. The 
editor for the Women’s Prison at Purdy is Marina 
Chauvard, Box 17, Gig Harbor, WA 98335. For Walla 
Walla, contact William Dunne, No. 271440, P.O.B. 520, 
Walla Walla, WA 99362. As he says, “‘If you didn’t like the 
news, go out and make some of your own.” 


Be Here, See 


There’s panic stricken eyes, 
Weak men in tough disguise. 

No room for peace or quiet, 

In angered prison, edged on riot. 


Small men hide their trembling fear, 
Bullying cowards, the big men here. 
And when the gates are closed at night, 
You cannot sigh or cry, just fight. 


And yet somewhere a teardrop falls, 
Some unchained heart still pleading calls. 
Where is the love and peace I knew? 

Is it gone? Am I here? Is it true? 


In laughing mockery they scorn his cry 

They don't understand, they won't even try. 
Their hearts are callous, from hate and rejection, 
No room for love, from that tamished reflection. 


D.S. 
Oakalla 
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STE Ea 
Money Blues 


Am I ever extravagant. I decided to write a few letters so | 
spent two weeks pay on stationary, I'll try to bum the 
stamps from friends. The postal department won't accept 
alick and a promise. They want stamps. Loads of them. 


But then, I never expected to get rich in prison. It would be 
nice to write a letter once in a while though. Even if it does 
take a week and a half for a letter to cross the street. 


Ican’t really say I blame the postal workers for that though. 
Every time they go on strike fora decent wage, the govern- 
ment passes back to work legislation and their leaders go 
to prison. The headhunters in Poland must be reading our 
news. They're on the same trip. 


Actually, I'm not that impoverished anyway. No one will 
give me credit so there really isn’t much chance of me 
going bankrupt. Besides, the small businesses in Canada 
have a monopoly on that. A couple more years of it, and 
robbing banks will become the honourable profession it 
was during the hungry thirties. 


But that doesn’t get my letter in the mail and there aren't 
any banks to rob around here. The guy operating the can- 
teen is much bigger than I am so that doesn’t help either. If 
I tried to use a carrier pigeon, they'd probably shoot the 
bird and charge me with planning to escape. 


Last month, I applied for welfare because of my indigent 
position but was told it wasn't allowed in prison. My argu- 
ment that I had been paying into the welfare fund for the 


past eleven years only got me a sneer. No stamps. Just a 
sneer. 


The way I figure it, members of parliament and myself 
have a lot in common. We're both wards of the State and 
neither of us accomplish anything. Given that equality, 
they should have given me the same pay hike they got. 
Either that or give me the same mailing privileges. My let- 
ters would make at least as much sense as their's. 


Anyway, it’s not a very nice way to treat a high priced com- 
modity like myself. If the taxpayers think so highly of me 
that they're willing to put out about fourty thousand a year 
to keep me, they shouldn't mind putting out a few more 
bucks to see that I have the few comforts in life. 


About a buck an hour will do nicely. With that much I 
won't have to make a choice between writing a letter and 
buying a bar of soap. 


Tommy Smith 
P.O.B.280 

Bath, Ont. 
Canada KOH 1GO 


It Doesn’t Matter 


It does not matter 

That a man sentenced 

To five years for forgery 
Could be electrocuted 
Behind the walls 

Of a maximum security 
Prison 

While working 

On an exhaust fan. 

It does not matter 

That he had 

Only eleven months to serve. 
It does not matter 

That he could not refuse 

To do the work. 

It does not matter 

That his death will be forgotten 
As if he had never lived. 

It does not matter. 


Tim England 


The Mountain Speaks 


“Nothing else seems to matter except the lingering con- 
stant reminding thought, ‘Never give up.’ No matter how 
bad, how black, how painful, how heart-breaking, ‘never 
give up’, ‘never despair’, ‘never lose hope’. Let them bas- 
tards laugh at you all they want, let them grin and jibe, 
allow them to persist in their humiliation, brutality, depri- 
vations, vindictiveness, petty harassments, let them laugh 
now, because all of that is no longer important or worth a 
response. 


1am making my last response to the whole vicious inhu- 
man atrocity they call H-Block. But, unlike their laughs 
and jibes, our laughter will be the joy of victory and the 
joy of the people, our revenge will be the liberation of all 
and the final defeat of the oppressors of our aged nation. 


—Bobby Sands— 


Deep in the early moming darkness, a rumble is heard 
nearing a village in Guatemala, it’s northeast of the city of 
Huehuetenango and west of Colan, set back on the east- 
em side of the Altos Cuchumatanes range. Winter chill is 
still clinging to the damp air, when the villagers hear some 
heavy military trucks straining to make the grade up the 
slope. Then bright lights flash upon the Indian village. 
Next a loud voice is heard echoing off the rocks higher up 
and the sounds of booted feet are heard pouring from the 
trucks. 


“Come out! come out!, line up against the walls, hurry.” 


The women camying their babies under colourful shawls 
scamper to the wall. There are not many young men, 
only a few elders of the village remain, as these trips by 
the Government have been made before up the slope. 


A heavy coated man in dark glasses steps up to ask to see 
all the men before him on their knees. But an old man 
rejects this saying, “I cannot kneel before such a blowfly 
as you. Where is my grandson you fly?” The butt of a rifle 
flys out and strikes the old man in the cheek with the 
sound of bone breaking in the stillness of the moming. 
The old man falls to the ground with a sparkle in his eye. 
He knows death is near, but unlike Blowfly standing over 
him with a rifle pointed at him, he understands death. 


A few feet away a young boy yells, “You, Blowfly, hav- 
en't you had enough fun with an old man?” Blowfly yells, 
“Silence you dogs, silence or we will kill all of you! We A 


are looking for the warriors of this village, speak up!, speak 
up!” But he is meet with only the silence of the darkness 
and the beating of his heart. 


He steps near the old man lying on the ground. He fast- 
ens a dark steel blue thin bayonet to the rifle barrel, “Old 
man, if you ever want to see your grandson again, speak 
up!’ The old man turns his head so he can see into the 
eyes of this Blowfly. A grin appears at the edges of his 
swollen mouth. 


“Blowfly, you have bumt the crops which feed us, you 
have killed our animals, you have hunted our sons and 
friends, and now you stand over me with nothing but 
hate in your heart and you still don’t understand why you 
do this. You went to school in Europe and America. You 
speak with three tongues. | remember you when you 
tried to manage the weed farms in the ‘70's. You never 
got the best of the herb. No, Blowfly, we smoked that in 
the long-stemed pipes of our Grandfathers. Blowfly, you 
are not even your own man. You're an ignorant maggot 
feeding upon anything your mind will let it, you're neither 
right nor left of the Sun. Blowfly, I have nothing else to 
say. 


Blowfly stabs the old man in the chest and at last the spirit 
of the old one flies into the dampness of the mountain. 


The bright Arizona Sun is just rising up over the mesa. A 
coyote’s howls are still letting the night know that he is 
the king of the hunt. Near the top shelf of a rocky ledge, 
behind a big pinon tree the remains of a rabbit are being 
tucked into a hole. The big cat turns his head to the boast- 
ful yells of the crazy coyote. With the firmness and ease of 
a snake, the mountain lion curls up under the pinon, 
knowing the hunt and kill are just a chore. 


As the Sun reaches further into the sky, a small clatter of 
sound wakes up the house of a Hopi family. The mother 
is fixing bread upon the earthen stove while the father 
cuts deer meat up for frying. Outside a brother and sister 
are saddling up horses while sheep dogs look on with dis- 
concem. From the south two trucks are spinning their 
way to the Mesa top, following is a black sedan. 


The brother and sister look to one another, a knowing 
passes between them that the spoken word will not 
express. Their older brother is just arriving from the flat- 


g tops after gathering sheep. They run out to him with hugs 


Seen eee eee ee ea aEEP EEE EE EERE a ee Ta 
and hellos. They both look forward to going back with 
him. Gravel being forced to the red rock floor of the road 
reaches their ears as they turn to see the trucks and shin- 
ning glint of sunlight reflecting off the windshield of the 
black Ford sedan. 


The dust of the vehicles hangs in the cold moming air as 
the dogs run out to check the interlopers. A door flys 
open from the car. A handtooled boot kicks out at the 
barking dogs. Jimmy Blackhawk tums to his brother and 
sister, “Listen, take the horse and backpacks and go up 
behind the trees, wait and see what happens, if anything 
should, cross over the top and go see Uncle Bob.” They 
retreat as told, but listen as their brother calls out to the 
house. His mother opens the door and the smell of coffee 
and fresh bread reach him. He hugs his mother and 
quickly tells her that he has sent his brother and sister up 
the mountain. 


They tum to face a man with a pump shotgun looking 
tight into their faces from behind his tinted glasses. He 
says, “You are being served with a court order from the 
Federal Court of the United States of America. You are to 
pack up your belongings, take your livestock and be off 
this land by March 31st, which is today!” 


Jimmy Blackhawk and his father look to one another as if 
they heard the words wrong. His father speaks in a voice 
filled with age and wisdom knowing that this is a good 
day to die; “My people were living and farming this land 
when your people were still living in caves in Europe. Who 
are you? And why do you think you can tell me and my 
family when and where to leave our land?” 


The man turns his glare to Jimmy, “Son, you'd better tell 
the old man that this place is now part of the La Ventras 
Mining Corporation.” He pumps a shell into the chamber 
anda wicked laugh fills the canyon. 


The old man strikes out to push the gun’s muzzle out of 

the way but the FBI agent takes this as a threat to security 

and steps back and pulls the trigger as a flash of fire and - 
lead blows the father’s head into a red ball of death. The 

force of the blast sends the body into the mother’s arms. 


Up on the mountain, Jimmy's brother and sister listen to 
their family’s cries as the shotgun blast echoes up the can- 
yon. Tears fill their eyes, as they witness the bodies of 
their family being dragged from the porch of their hogan. 
Beneath the Pinon tree the big cat lifts his head and 
smells the air. Yes there is blood on it and the smell of 
death. 


At noon in Borba, Brazil, on the southem bank of the 
Madeira river at the headquarters of the Petro- 
Chem-Jarvis Corporation a directive from that moming’s 
computer read-out states, ‘Neutralize all indigenous 
population in the area of drilling.” Over the jungle roof 
three copters fly in tight formation to a small Indian vil- 
lage. Two hours later twenty-seven people are dead. 


As Father Sun begins the slow arc towards the west a 
bear is considering whether or not to go fishing in the 
Mackenzie River of the Northwest Territories of Canada. 
He walks off deciding to grub for insects. On the opposite 
side of the white washing river stand two agents of the 
Canadian government plotting the assasination of a Dene 
Indian leader. The body of the last murder has yet to be 
located. 


“Being is a spiritual proposition. Gaining is a material act. 
Traditionally, American Indians have always attempted to 
be the best people they could. Part of that spiritual pro- 
cess was, and is, to give away wealth in order not to a 
Material gain is an indicator of false status among vi i- 
tional peoples, while it is “proof that the system works to 


Europeans. 


“Right now, today, we who live on the Pine Ridge Reser- 


40 vation are living in what white society has designated a 


“National Sacrifice Area.”” What this means is that we 
have alot of uranium depsoits here, and white culture 
(not us) needs this uranium as energy production mate- 
rial.” 

-Russell Means- 


The four scenarios described above are events which 
take place each day in the life of the Indians of the west- 
em hemisphere. It is unabated as preparations for total 
war are being planned by Multinational corporations. 
These glimpses provide you with a graphic look into the 
reality of the camiverous beast which is bent on genocide 
and destruction of the land of the western hemisphere that 
Irefer to in the tongue of the Lakota Sioux as Wasi’chu 
which is translated as Fat-Takers or Greeds. 


I consciously acknowledge all Human Beings who suffer 


- is President. He wasa political activist and a liberal 
also had ties with GreenPeace and other environmental 
aa and was a student of Eastern Religous Studies. 
aa ir, he cannot speak nor hear any longer. It is an old 
—CIA trick I learned while on duty in Argentina. 


any form of political oppression. I stand i 
you. But my words are for the ied ang olldatity with 
are caged in the Wasi’chu hell-holes known t Tothers who 
world as Prisons, Jails, Correctional F ne Civilized 
titutional Reform Centers, but really they ar racilities, Ing. 
tration Kamps. They represent nothing ee Concen- 
ments of a diseased mentality. They are ease oat instru. 
has made them to be, Halls of Death (both 4 Wasi'chu 
mental-spiritual), or the begining of a United's sical and 
our many nations. truggle for 


In the last few months the Wasi’ chu hz 

to finally take all of the Indian ieee Bee 
made has been broken, our young have bee: 
the Greeds to be educated into their society 


le his move 
treaty ever 
N stolen by 
Programs of 


sterilization have been used against the women, our lands’ 
'y nds 


and natural resources were stolen and the 

’ wat 
and air, destroyed by mining, our people have beer cn 
dered off and our leaders locked up or killed. = id 


The time has come to stop this destructio: 

tures, lands and way of life and caging ab ae 
and sisters. We are faced with the same fate as the Joan 
people under Nazi Germany. You have a choice much 
like the flick of the finger of Dr. Joseph Mengel to the let 
— temporary life under oppression, to the right — the 
crematorium. The Dr. Mengel in our case is the Adminis- 
trations of the Governments of the Western Hemisphere 
the New Right Coalitions and neo-nazis. ‘ 


To struggle and survive the coming years, we in prisons 
have the responsibility to fight for our nations’ survival. 
Our responsibility begins with the ones we are locked up 
with, then we must help strengthen the outside forces. | 
would certainly hate to spend my time in prison suffering 
under any “‘Delusion of Reprieve” which this society has 
conditioned so many to hope for. The false hope of ‘a 
last minute reprieve” is realized before your death. We 
must gather together in prisons and leam from our 
Spiritual Elders who can enter the Ironhouses toteach us. 
We must strive to open up other prisons so that others 
will have the same spiritual rights. 


The Wasi'chu is going to pass certain legislation which 
will take away our rights of speech and press and the right 
to gather together to consider the issues which we face. 
You will be jailed as a “Terrorist of the State’. We have 
to confront this policy. The hope lies within us to build 
Special Action Groups to educate and free our leaders 
from the prisons. My motive for speaking out, for writing 
was inspired by Standing Deer. | too have a message to 
convey which was given to me by the Spirit of the Earth. 


This message has been spoken before. It has been 
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People who understand the relationship to Mother Earth 
that is the begining and ending of one’s journey. This 
journey that I walk is a struggle to see a People, a Way of 
Life, Nations, our Relatives with whom we share Mother 
Earth, to live again in peace and harmony. Is this dream 
so impossible to attain? Is it so far removed from us that 
there is no hope? Is Survival in today’s world so crazy that 
itis not worth a fight. 


I say no! The voice of our People’s Prophets are speak- 
ing to us. We must listen to discern the message, as the 
Mountain speaks. Should a people have something good 
in substance, something of value to the heart and spirit of 
all Human Beings, then it will spread on the Wind as the 
smell of young sage brush in Spring Time. 


“By the laws of America, I am entitled to a jury of my 
peers. This was denied me. By the laws of America, | am 
entitled to a fair trial. This was denied me.” 


—Gwarth-ee-lass (Lonard Peltier) 


Today | hear over the radio waves of America that the 
Supreme Court will not listen to the cry of the Sioux 
Nation for the return of the Paha Sapa (Black Hills). The 
Greeds who control this land for the present,are in viola- 
tion of the 1968 Fort Laramie Treaty. Yet whatever the 
face of Government or Political Ideology, the Greeds wil 
let the Multinational Corporations operate without hinder 
ence. It was first the trappers, then settles and golc 
prospectors. Then the Wasi'chu moved in with his armies 
and put the Human Beings on Reservations with treaty 
agreements. But the Wasi’chu has broken all agreements. 
Homestake Mining Company (mainly Hearst-owned) 
takes out over a million dollars worth of gold a year from 
the Indians’ lands with no payment going to the Nation. 
The Papa Sapa is not for sale. The courts admit that the 
Black Hills were stolen and offered $105 million as a 
token for all the land. If there was a price, I fail to see how 
the United States could even afford it when their Presi- 
dent has to kick old people into freezing weather, starve 
little children and deny the poor work. Yet they can 
afford to build more nuclear missiles, Trident Submarines 
and more advanced weapon systems. 


It is not the cnd, this is only the begining. I suggest all whe 
stand in alliance with the Lakota Nation pull together anc 
support their Tribal Rights to their Sacred Home lands. 
We cannot let the Multinationals rules our futures anc 
continue to destroy the land by mining more deadly, 
uranium, coal, and the continued destruction of the 
ee There is No Acceptable Price for the Pape 
apa. 


“In the past we leamed the lesson of the FBI’ 

é 's Counter- 
Intelligence Program (Cointelpro) and the ae 
which they Il go in order to facilitate an indictment and 
Conviction. Perjured testimony obtained through threats. 
fabricated evidence and the use of violence against the 
Person they wish to neutralize. When that fails, assasina- 
tion usually is the method considered as in the cases of 
Joseph Stuntz, Larry Cause, Anna Mae Aquash, Buddy 
Lamonte and Bobby Gene Garcia who was murdered in 
the Terre Haute Federal Prison, December 13, 1980. 


This is the exact set of circumstances which faced Richard 
Marshall, an Oglala leader who is now doing a life sen- 


“Fuck you! James Watt!” 


tence in South Dakota State Prison. Amnesty Interna- 
tional has prepared a 144 page study dealing with illegal 
activities of the FBI. Richard Marshall and Leonard Peltier 
both were denied any due process of law. Their civil 
rights were violated. This is nothing new. Indians have 
always been low on the social ladder of the United States. 
You have to understand that people who murder 
children and commit forced sterilization could easily deny 
a Human Being, civil rights. These are Spiritual Freedom 
Fighters who have a special message to teach and to help 
bring about total consciousness of our environment, 
Mother Earth. 


Gwarth-ee-lass has spent a good part of the four anda 
half years of his incarceration in the darkest of prisons, 
Marion, which has the infamous control unit. The 
Wasi’chu has used all the techniques of Cointelpro to 
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h empted to silence him altogether by means of 
ae ch aes What the Wasi’chu has failed to under- 
stand is that the Spiritual Hand of Mother Earth is takinga 
defence in this matter. The very reason Gwarth-ee-lass is 
faced with the threat of death is his act of defence for his 
people and the Sacred Land of the Papa Sapa. Gwarth- 
ee-lass must be freed 


All European traditions, Marxism included, has con- 
spired to Fi the natural order of all things. Mother Earth 
has been abused, the powers have been abused, and this 
cannot go on forever. No theory can alter that simple fact. 
Mother Earth will retaliate, the whole environment will 
retaliate, and the abusers will be eliminated. Things come 
full circle, back to where they started. That's revolution. 
And that’s a prophecy of my people, of the Hopi and of 
other correct peoples.” 


—Russel Means— 


“It was the strangest feeling, the most terrifying sight I 
have ever witnessed. It looked like that big cloud in the 
film clips of the bomb they dropped on the Japanese in 
‘45. Well, hell the whole top of the damn mountain flew 
off into space, hell yes I was scared, needed a change of 
pants. Good God, I am just lucky to be alive.” 

—A fisherman, Mount St. Helens 1980— 


The Wasi’chu gives us the Peabody Coal Company to 
destroy the harmony of the Navajo-Hopi Tribes and steal 
the coal, uranium, water and air from Black Mesa and Big 
Mountain. Canada attacks the Montagnais and Micmacs 
over their ancestral rights to the land and water that has 
been entrusted to them by the Great Spirit for centuries. 
The Dene in Canada are having an Oil pipeline trans- 
verse their land with no consideration for them as a Peo- 
ple. The Crow Nation is fighting to save the Bighom River 
from the Greeds. The Shoshone are working to retain 
their land from the Federal Government. The list is end- 
less, but the revolution of the Earth will win against this 
sickness 


The prophecies speak for themselves; heavy rains, deep 
snows, strong winds and eruptions of more volcanoes. 


I hear cries about PCBs (polychlorinated biphenals) 
which first appeared in 1930 as a coolant in industrial 
machinery and technical equipment. The scientists 
inform us that PCBs are a crippling and fatal compostion 
of elements which today can be found in minute 
traces in all living tissues of beings on Mother 
Earth. Unlike its cousin killer radioactive wastes which 
will remain deadly for 250,000 years, PCBs will continue 
their death dance forever. 
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Each year an estimated 60 to 90 million to 

ous chemicals are disposed of in America, Th anger. 
often used is illegal dumpings — everywhere, open la d 4 
rivers and lakes, cities and often just in ditches Th s, 
poisons include; 2-4-D, arsenic, lead, coal, chlorof ese 
and other THM'’s, trichloroethylene, carbon tetrachloride 
and many other toxic chemcials. The effects of the che le 
cals are numerous and include damage to the ea 
nervous system, heart, brain, lungs, liver and kidne: ie 
well as miscarriages in women. these chemicals eee 
pect in the ever increasing rate of cancer. Yet Washington 
has said it will cost too much to protect the environment, 
the people and the generations to come, The sulpher 
dioxide and nitrogen dioxide belched into the atmosphere 
will only continue the acid-rains which kills all life in lakes 
and rivers and destroys the soil, plants and trees, We can- 
not understand this total disrespect for Mother Earth, this 


total disrespect for life itself. It is a maddness which affects - 


people in many forms. There is a direct telationship 
between what you eat, drink and breath and the Tesults 
are with us as witness. 


This is what Gwarth-ee-lass, Richard Marshall, Dino and 
Gary Butler and Standing Deer are fighting to stop in the 
Spirit of Total Resistance. The Wasi’chu refer to us as 
primitive because we live and respect the earth, 
We rely upon the metaphysics in life, not some false 
beliefs in making the Earth a filthy dumping ground with 
man-made poisons. If you assume that someone is going 
to come along and clean it up for you, you’re dead 
wrong. 


Isee a Thunder People rising 
Like those of longago 

Great cities are appearing 
Isee that it is so 


Cities clean, air is pure 

Clean water's drink is mine 
Isee the farthest mountain view 
No violence and no crime 


But first the cleansing storm must come 
Mother Earth will have her way 

With arrogant greedy-minded people 
Who never leamed to pray 


First we'll start with some volcanoes 
Sixteen more to blow 

Then throw in a drought or two 
And thirty feet of snow 

Then I heard a voice call out 

No, I don’t want to go 


le rising 
n I see a Thunder Peopl 

oe Ihave seen before _ 

Then injustice and destruction 

No longer to ignore 


[want to see a hundred miles 
Whichever way I look 
Starting with a million people 
Who knew just what it took 


—Rolling Thunder— 
Chief of the Thunder People 


The time to make a stand is now! We must gether 
strength In Total Resistance to restore the harmony. 
There is another way, an old way, which is living in peace 
with all our relatives. 


rt, continued support, but first we must reach out, 
am touch the Earth and find our lost goal. Leonard 
Peltier must be freed. He was given a sham of a trial and 
it is only the support and hard work of good people which 
has kept him alive in the Greed’s Ironhouses. Letters, 
phone calls and telegrams have stayed the bloody hands 
of the Wasi’chu from murdering Standing Deer. It is in 
the spirit of Bobby Gene Garcia, our fallen brother, which 


we must stand to torm the circle around these warriors. 


It seems to me that those who love the earth such as 
Environmentialists, Conversationalists, Alternative Energy 
Groups and Oppressed People, will pull together in this 
effort of Survival! That is the reason we are struggling; 
Freedom for all the creatures that we share Mother Earth 
with. Everything has a right to exist. 


I appeal to you who are locked up to build stronger 
Brotherhoods and Sisterhoods in the prisons. We must 
teach, lift up our Sisters and Brothers. We are growing in 
three areas; Liberty, Equality and Fratemity...this is really 
the foundation of our beliefs. We in prison often share 
one common thought, the last of the human freedoms 
and that is the right to choose one’s attitude in any set of 
circumstances. This is why I stand “In Total Resistance” 
with those who are seeking true freedom. 


In the Spirit of the Earth, Free the land, Free the water 
and air. Free Leonard Peltier! 


aks 

.k.a. Claude Wilkerson - No. 

‘ Ellis Unit, G-15, 20-3 
Huntsville, TX 77340 


continued from page one.. 


Nor are we passifists. We recognise that in the third world, 
any attempt to create a situation in which the peasants and 
workers will have enough to eat — surely a minimum cul- 
tural demand — is met by a show of force which in tum has 
to be met in kind. In North America, if we threaten the 
process of profit-making, if we threaten the power of thase 
who now run things to suit themselves, we will experience 
the viciousness of the capitalist state. It is this viciousness 
which the Blacks, Natives and other non-whites and work- 
ers have experienced for hundreds of years. 


What we need is not a seizure of the means of production 
but the creation of a means of survival. Revolution is a 
process. It is not culminated in the creation of a proletarian 
state run by bureaucrats both new and old. We will not 
wait patiently for the emergence of a new socialist human 
being while our lives are still subjected to the dictates of 
others. The times are urgent. Nuclear war threatens to 
exterminate us all. The poisoning of the enviroment 
threatens to kill us slowly if we don’t go out with a huge 
flash, bang and the mushroom cloud. Economic insecur- 
ity, suffering, deprivation and repression are increasing in 
our homelands, let alone the third world. We must 
become more effective in our efforts to transform our lives 
and our world. It is later than we think. 


Irish Error 


Dear friends: 
I have just read Issue No. 3 of your journal. 


It was most heartening to read both the vei , very good 
piece by Brother Shaun Carlos and the feted vis by 
the late Bobby Sands, Volunteer of the Irish Republican 
Army, Officer Commanding the Repubulican political pris- 
oners held in Long Kesh concentration camp, and Mem- 


ber of Parliament for the riding of Fermanagh-South 
Tyrone. 


But I must criticise your editorial comment for detracting 
from the value of what Brother Carlos had written. Basic- 
ally, it comes down to this — the Irish people must have 
the right to decide their own future free from outside inter- 
ference, by the brits or anyone else. Whether or not the 
Free State is, in your words “‘a very repressive and conser- 
vative state” is completely irrelevant. Let the Irish people 
resolve that problem. Nobody even remotely connected 


We again ask that you send in graphics, arti 
letters etc. Remember that our content de 
upon what we receive. The sooner we receiv 
we can send it back out. Our tum around 
ening as we increase our typesetting, 
skills. It is unlikely though that we can ever do an issu 
less than four or five months given our work situations : ~ 
other political efforts. We do promise though to do uv 
best to make the wait worth while. our 


Pends solely 
e itthe sooner 
time is short. 
layout and camera 


We would appreciate receiving more m: 
women prisoners. Our own efforts in thi 
yielded little. If any of our outside readers are 
women inside who would be interested in giving voice to 
their concems through our pages, we would be most grate 
ful for making contact. Though our active group in Tor. 
onto is small, many, many people from across North 
America assist us in our efforts. We especially thank the 
Gabriel Dumont Volunteer brigade in Kitchener, Ont for 
letting us use their equipment for production Purposes. 


aterial from 
S area have 
in touch with 


We were shaken by the death of our good friend Carl Harp © 


during the long production of our last issue. We Teally 
didn’t know what to say other than that he wasa friend and 
a brother. We hope that the graphic on page two will speak 
to our loss. 


All our relations 
Bull Dozer 


with the national liberation struggle in Ireland, especially 
the leading force, The Irish Repbulican Army and Sinn 
Fein, intends to have unity mean bringing the north under 
the control of the neo-colonial regime the British estab- 
lished in Dublin in 1922. By making this point the key to 
your comment, you do the Irish people, the Irish Repub- 


lican Movement and your writer, Brother Carlos, a grave 
disservice. 


Finally, please allow us to offer through your network, 
copies of The Writings of Bobby Sands, to your read- 
ers, especially prisoners. The pamphlet is available from, 
The Irish Prisoner of War Committee, Box 5085, Station 
E, Hamilton, Ont. Canada. 


Thank you once agin for Brother Carlos’ article. 


Yours in solidarity. 
Victory to the prisoners! 
Political Status for the Irish Republican P.O.W.s in Long 
Kesh and Armagh Woman's Prison. 
Michael Qigley 
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cles, poems 


| 


Hey, 
rived 


checques 
union. We don't like deficit financing. As Reagen says, 


. Atthe rate we're going, We'll have to throw abo 
perce trucks (at ion vets of course) to make up the difference. Ne be 
worry though, it is good exercise and we won't bejoining the goer 
yet. But our mailing list is growing, our postal rates increased su airy eb 
nearly 40 percent to be exact, and there are many other projects bal be 
would like to support. Every dollar helps, especially the real der stu may 
USS. which is worth nearly a dollar and _a quarter Can. cn 
Bulldozer, P.O.B. 5052, Stn A, Toronto, Ont. Canada MSW 1W4. 


© companion rs that we recommend highly are; 
ea we Drauon: P.O.B. 2, Station La Cite, 
Montreal, P.Q. H2W 2M9. This is quite possible the last 
Black Dragon in this present form. It should need no intro- 
duction but if it does, send away for it. Free to prisoners, 
donations appreciated from others. Resistance, (not to 
be confused with the paper of the same name from which 
we took the Oct. 20th article) Box 790, Station A, Vancou- 
ver, B.C. has recently produced issue No. 3. It has articles 
on last summer's riots in England, the Squatters’ uprising 
in Germany and many other articles which would’t meet 
the approval of principled passifists or wimpy social demo- 
crats. 


The Gwarth-ee-lass Report is an update on the con- 
tinual efforts to free Leonard Peltier. The report also conta- 
ins other info on native struggles in North America. The 
report is put out by the Leonard Peltier Support Group, 
P.O. Box 676, Mohegan Lake, N.Y. 10547. Please send 
along some money or stamps to help out these brothers 
and sisters in their efforts. 


Matrix is an interesting synthesis of material covering both 
prisoner and native issues as well as feminist articles. Its 
existence in this form suggests that — heaven forbid —we 
can leam from and even support the struggles of others 
when the links are not necessarily immediately obvious. 
Contact them at Matrix, P.O. Box, 7221, Olympia, WA 
98507. Subs are 6! per year. Free to prisoners. 


tions that we 
few dollars. We most surely appreciate the dona’ 

hee iat last issue. Some of them were quite substantial. And all aa 
for five or ten dollars are not to be laughed at. Our costs this issue 


hi bout half in the credit 
be in the neighbourhood of $700 of which we have a gun fede 
ut 40 tons of garbage 


CRON at Set are 


Black Thumb Press-Falling Sky Books, 97 Victoria St. N., 
Kitchener, Ont. N2H 5C1, has just published Against 
Domestication by Jacques Camatte. This is a very Tead- 
able theoretical criticism of industrial society. It is a good 
work for all those who have a vision of human existence 
above that of a contented cow. The cost is one dollar. Pris- 
oners can request a copy from Bulldozer. 


Black Cat Press, P.O.B. 11261, Edmonton, Alberta T5J 
2T1, has published several anarchist phamlets in the past. 
Send them a dollar or so for a sample. Prisoners can 
receive them free upon request. 


Left Bank Books, 92 Pike St., Seattle WA 98101, operates 
a prison project supplying any book in print at cost. Usu- 
ally this means 30-40 per cent off retail price. They pay all 
postage and related costs. Prisoners may order direct, or 
friends may also order books to be sent in. 


No More Cages is a bimonthly women’s prison news- 
letter free to prisoners and psychiatric inmates, others 
please send $1 per issue. Their address is: Women Free 
Women In Cages, P.O.B. 90, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11215 


There are still plenty of copies of Bulldozer No’s 2 & 3 
left. Just ask for them and we'll send them out. 
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Introduction 


Fear: such a common emotion as North American 
society goes through social and economic breakdown. 
The future looms ominously for those whose jobs have 
been terminated, the moncy runs out and what little 
promise the system offered is betrayed, Behind locked 
doors and secured windows, fear of the violent other; a 
fear that is more apparent than real — festers and grows, 
isolating us and draining our social energy. We are all 
such little people. How we fear discovery, that someone 
should notice who we really are. So we maintain the false 
fronts, the bravado, the self-serving image rather than 
risking everything by participating in collective efforts to 
deal with our problems as prisoners, workers, or street 
people. No; it is better to let the jailors decide, let the 
bosses decide what is best for us. We'll cover our own 
asses. 


There is no doubt that the basis for fear is real. This 
summer's series of violent, often fatal attacks against 
women in Toronto shows all too clearly who pays the 
price of the widespread alienation. Toronto the Good is 
no more. This society is reaping what it has sown: 
contempt for women, the fusion of sexuality and power, 
the lust for money, the destruction of community, the 
glorification of the individual will and ego no matter 
what the cost to others. All of these “social values” upon 
which we are raised guarantec the creation of crippled, 
pained individuals who act in anger and rage towards 
those around them. 


The vast majority of us keep our anti-social responses in 
check, though who has not felt the almost overpowering 
urge to lash out, to inflict hurt, as if to ease our own pain. 
There can be no excuses for the violence suffered by the 
children, the battering to which wives and lovers are 
subjected, the random street violence directed towards 
those who appear weak and vulnerable. But it is precisely 
this type of violence that the state is incapable of 
preventing. The prisons and the police mete out 
punishment of those who are innocent except for their 
passive acceptance of the way things are. 


It is foolish to expect someone who has just been raped, 
someone who has just been robbed, to understand that 
the social conditions under which we live are responsible 
— though of course it is the right answer. Such people are 
as much the direct victims of state repression as are all 
those languishing in the iron houses. And the defenders 
of the status quo would have us believe that more jails, 
more pigs and better technology will ensure a peaceful 
society; as if “crime” were something external — a demon 
to be exorcised — and not consistent with the Greed and 
hatred woven so tightly in the fabric of this society. 


The state, far from avenging the hurt of the victim of 
crime, is the core of diseased society — all that alienation 
boiled down to its concentrated form — of the power 
relations causing the crime in the first place. The state 


thrives on the misery of its “citizens”. As a result of street 
crime, the victim in his or her anger, fear and pain beomes 
more willing to accept the lie that the state is there to 
protect us. The police, the courts and the prisons are 
nourished by the life-energy of those who are processed 
through the system of punishment. 


Alternative possibilities are not so difficult to articulate. 
We do need community. We all need love and affection. 
We must regain our respect for the earth and for all life. 
The damage done to us by love of money, of power, of 
ever-accumulating possessions is easy to sec. We fear 
intimacy, find it easier to be angry than to love, we set 
standards for the conduct of others which we ourselves 
cannot maintain. 


But how do we get there from here? It is difficult to create 
paradise when one fears the knife in the back, another 
hesitates to enter her own apartment in case danger lurks 
within. The worker attempts to survive another day, 
another week, another year of drudgery. It is indeed 
ironic, if not tragic, that those negative aspects of our 
lives which would be most fundamentally altered by a 
thorough-going revolution are also those which most 
keep us from breaking free of our conditioning. 


In struggling against our own defeatism, we must see the 
problems clearly. Naive optimism or rhetoricdoes no one 
any good. We must draw strength and lessons from those 
who are working towards giving their visions life. 
Women ina few areas are developing mutual aid through 
a “block sister” program which substitutes the strength 
of unity and action for the fear and isolation. Indians are 
drawing from the past in order to give life to the future; 
the skid row alcoholic becomes the hunter, the warrior, 
the brother or sister. The prisoners, who, in spite of years 
of soul-destroying deprivation, hit the street and against 
all obstacles create a new life for themselves. The cycle of 
destruction is broken. One more person laughs because 
the state has lost another victim. A small group of people, 
calling themselves Direct Action, strike back at the 
machinery of death by bombing the factory producing 
the guidance system for the Cruise Missile — raising the 
spirits of those who share their anger and rage without 
having their courage. 


Whether we win or lose the coming struggles, there will be 
a lot of pain, a lot of suffering, a lot of dying. We know 
from long experience that it is the poor and innocent who 
suffer the most and they are already suffering so much. 
As the system breaks down, as the struggle increases, we 
must not let fear and need cause us to seck a state imposed 
order. Survival, peace on the streets, economic justice 
and cultural freedom will be ours when we stop expecting 


others to solve our problems and start to recreate our 
own lives. 


“the brffalo spirit" 
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Ode To An 


1 


The time has passed! I’m home at last! 
Hello, my darling wife. 
I've paid for sin, now let's begin 
Another start in life. 
Yl never rob! I'll get a job! 
You see, I've got a trade. 
I'm sure, my dear, the companies here 
Need many mail-bags made! 
I've got a scheme, my little|dream, 
To keep me out of Jail; 
It’s simple, see, like one, two, three, 
I'm sure it cannot fail. 
Depends on you here's what to do: 
Just stick with me and then 
In every way, both night and day, 
Remind me of the Pen. 
Oh, paint the walls in rooms and halls 
A morbid, .dingy grey, 
And let a gust of wind and dust “ 
Blow in here every day. 
In winter, Sweet, turn off the heat 
“And let the dampness in; 
If it should be too cold for me, 
Walk past my room and grin. 
Give me a broom to sweep my room, 
But cut the handle through; 
Give me a light that’s not too bright, 
(A forty watt will do). 
A table bare, a wooden chair, 
A rag to wash my floor; 
Another thing, be sure to string 
An earphone near my door. 
Back there in jail I used a pail 
To shave, (with looking glass). 
Give me a blade that someone made 
To use for cutting grass! 
And, Dear, I hope you'll give me soap 


Ex-Con’s Wife. 


A cigarette? Oh, thanks, my Pet, 
But not a tailor-made. 
Those years alone I rolled my own 
On the salary I was paid. . 
An ash-tray, Boss? No thanks, I'll toss 
My butts upon the rug. 
A drinking glass? I’ll have to pass; 
1 use a metal mug. 
When | am ill give me a pill, 
Don’t try to understand 
Just send me off to choke and cough 
As long as I can stand. — 
If I complain about a pain, 
Then stare me in the eye: 
Say, “Okay, Jerk, get back to work, 
Your kind will never die!” 
For supper make a rubber steak, 
Or serve some leather pork; 
Use lots of lard and fry it hard, 
Until it bends the fork. 
Then heap some suds upon my spuds, 
Or bake them, Dear, in sand; 
Make sure the skin is not too thin, 
To break with mortal hand, 
Whate’er you fix, be sure to mix 
The courses all in one. 


Sanne nerseee 


Carrots, peas and maybe cheese; , 
Spill tea upon the bun, 

When serving tea, it ought to be 
Cold as a Warden's heart, 

And make the bread, like heavy lead 
That I can’t tear apart! 

And when you bake, for goodness sake, 
Put raisins in the pies. 

But squash them well, so I can't tell 
The currants from the flies! 

It’s understood that pie is good 
With cole-slaw on the top; 

My memory brings me many things 
That you can splash and slop. 

Now don't you set the table, Pet, 
For I’m not used to that; 

Three times a day, hand me a tray, 
Then vamoose, beat it, scat! 

I'd like it fine if I could dine 

Inside the bathroom, Dear: 

By sink and bowl, (ignore the hole) 
I'm used to that, I fear. 

When I have ate, it’s not too late, 
I'll walk around the yard, 

But I want you to dress in blue, 
Pretend that you're a guard. 

Or better still, Dear, if you will 
Watch me walk up and down. 

And give me Hell: be sure to yell, 
“Hey get in line you clown!” 
And when the sun shows day is done, 
Don't come to bed with me; 
Many a year upon the tier 


I slept alone you see. 
But don't you fret, my little Pet, 
As you may use the den; 
We'll shout and call across the hall 
As I did in the Pen. 
That mattress is too soft, Gee Whiz. 
Get me another kind 
That's full of lumps and many bumps 
To stick in my behind! 
The blankets too, will never do 
They're much too smooth and fine: 
Get me a pair the horses wear, 
That smell like turpentine! 
Don't set the clock, and don’t you knock 
To wake me anymore... é 
Just use the gong, and bang it long 
Outside my bedroom door. 
When I get up give me a cup 
Of coffee muddy-brown, 
And serve my toast pale as a ghost, 
Or black as a Judge’s gown. 
You want me home, no more to roam? 
Then heed my little tale, 
So I'll recall the months and all 
Them years I spent in jail. 
Remind me, Dear, all through the year 
In everything you do, 
And you can bet a million, Pet. 
I'll stay right here with you. 


Pep Murray 
Odyssey Magazine 


That riever lathers up; 

A brush that’s tough and hard and rough. 
A plain metallic cup. 

If you and | should watch TV, 

I mustn't hear the sound, 

So yell, my Sweet, and stamp your fect, 
And move the chairs around. 

We'll go to Church, but you must search 
This guy when he goes out; 

Be on your toes and frisk my clothes 
Each time I move about. 

Each time I wash, be sure to squash 

My clothes up in a ball. 

Then put them in a metal bin, 

My shoes and pants and all, 

Include two socks, within the box, 


One short and one too long; ~ Vasco Pyjama meets the Fallen Angel who tells him that 


Never admit they do not fit. the only reason angels fly is because they take themselves 
Just sneer and say, “You're wrong.”- so lightly. i 


‘Some people don’t like you reading Bulldozer and 
would like to see us stop publishing. They - 
might soon get their way if we don’t raise more 
money. Virtually all our copies are distributed 

free since few prisoners or supporters have 

any money. But even two or three dollars can help a lot. 
We've got the commitment and can probably raise 
enough money for at least one more issue but we 

have to go from issue to issue. More donations would 
relieve the financial pressure. Wee willing to send 
bulk copies to any group that can at least send us 
postage of two or three dollars, but we'd certainly 
never turn down a larger donation. Asking for money 
is not our way of doing things but we're reaching the 
limit of what we can fund ourselves. 


I 


. Bruising the Cruise 


We claim responsibility for the bombing of a Litton 
Systems of Canada Ltd. industrial plant in Toronto, 
Ontario where the guidance system for the Cruise Missile 
nuclear weapons are being built. 


There is every reason imaginable to tear down the 
systems and makers of nuclear war: for the survival ofall 
life on Earth, for all people’s hopes and visions, for the 
possibilities of a liveable future. We dedicate this action 
to the spirit of the people, which if awakened, will 
overcome the threats to our survival. 


Nuclear war is beyond question the ultimate expression 
of the negative characteristics of Western Civilization. Its 
roots lie deep within centuries of patriarchy, racism, 
imperialism, class domination and all other forms of 
violence and oppression that have scarred human 
history. As well, nuclear war expresses, in the most 
horrendous w the general trend of modern 
technological civilization towards extinction — either by 
war* or ecological destruction. It points out, with 
terrorizing finality, that unless people can stop the men 
that dominate societies around the world — the men who 
use science and technology for war and power and profit 
— then the intricate natural world as we know it will 
cease to exist. 


The insanity of nuclear war, and the continuing 
development of the weapons for nuclear war, stands as a 
horror for all to see. In the industrialized world. more 
resources, scientists and engineers are engaged in creating 
the armies and weapons systems for nuclear war than for 
any other single pursuit. Three to ten new bombs are 
added daily to the arsenals of global annihilation and 
aver $300 billion is spent every year increasing and 
upgrading an overkill stockpile. of more than 55,000 
nuclear weapons. In the U.S., Reagan has asked for a 
31% increase in the Pentagon's present $1.7 trillion five- 
year budget and has also announced a new S1.5 trillion 
arms program. Who can doubt that the dictators and 
militarists in the Kremlin are far behind? 


The terrorism. of this relentless arms buildup, the 
nightmare of witnessing the Earth béing transformed into 
a giant doomsday bomb, and the realization that things 
are out-of-control because those in power are greedy and 
violent madmen has shocked billions with fear and 
concern. Yet in the industrialized world, many of the 
same people who profess their abhorrence at the idea of 
~ nuclear conflict are nevertheless unthinkingly, and often 
willingly, participating in the actual processes which are 
bringing about global nuclear genocide. People of the 
Western and Eastern empires must wake up to the reality 
that it is the same governments and militaries that they 
support, the same ideology and rationalizations that they 
believe in, the same materialistic, technological and 
consumeristic lifestyles that they adhere to, and the same 
corporations or industries that they work for that are 


directly responsible for the ongoing nuclear insanity that 
they claim to reject. 


We believe that people must actively fight the nuclear war 
systems in whatever forms they exist and wherever they 
exist. Although, in total, the nuclear militarization of the 
world is a vast and seemingly unfathomable and 
omnipotent network, it can be understood and effectively 
resisted when we recognize that it is designed, built and 
operated in thousands of separate facilities and industries 
spread throughout the world. By analysing the interests 
and institutions in our own regions that are contributing 
to the nuclear buildup we find the smaller component 
picces of the nuclear network that are realistic targets for 
direct confrontation and sabotage. Our opposition to the 
insanity of nuclear war Must be transformed into militant 
resistance and direct action ona local and regional basis. 
It is not enough to only theoretically oppose the idea of 
nuclear war. We must take responsibility for what is 
going on around us! 


In Canada we must specifically fight against the 
production and testing of the Cruise Missile. But more 
generally, and strategically, we must recognize that the 
Canadian State is committed to, and actively involved in, 
the nuclear war preparations of the U.S. and the rest of 
the capitalist Western Alliance. As one of the seven 
Western Summit nations and through its military 
alliances, the Canadian State is directly participating in 
the desperate and deadly drive by the Western Alliance 
(primarily spurred on by the U.S. ruling class) to re-assert 
capitalism's hegemony globally through the attainment 
of total nuclear superiority and first-strike capability. 
The new nuclear weapons systems, such as the Cruise and 
Pershing II Missiles, the Trident submarines and the 
Neutron Bomb, are designed for offensive first-strike use, 
and are seen by the military strategists and leaders of the 
Western Alliance as a force to contain or defeat any 
threats to the security of capitalist interests or 
strategically important regions around the world — be it 
from the Soviet Union or liberation struggles in the Third 
World attempting to establish independent economies. 


Canadian economic, foreign and military policy is not 
committed to peace or global justice, rather it is 
completely emersed within the genocidal nuclear strategy 
of the Western Alliance to wage nuclear war, if necessary, 
to maintain the multinational corporate economy 
throughout the world. Through membership in the 
NATO and NORAD nuclear military alliances, the 
Canadian State is fulfilling an active supporting role in 
maintaining and developing the nuclear fighting capacity 
of the ‘Western military forces. Primarily, Canadian 
support systems for nuclear war involve communications 
devices which supply targetting information to U.S. 
nuclear weapons systems or detection of incoming 
attacks; as well as the deployment of nuclear missiles at 


Canadian Forces bases at Bagotville, Quebec, at Comox, 
B.C. and at Chatham, New Brunswick. The ongoing 
complicity of the Canadian State with nuclear warfare 
strategies was re-affirmed recently by renewed 
committments to both NATO and NORAD, and by the 
government's support for NATO's nuclear moderni- 
zation program. 


Hand in hand with the government's military 
involvement in the nuclear operations of NATO and 
NORAD, Canadian capitalists are making profits from 
producing components for U.S. nuclear weapons 
systems. Current government policy places no 
restrictions on Canadian industrial involvement in the 
building of U.S. nuclear weapons. Litton is building the 
Cruise Missile’s electronic guidance system, Hawker- 
Siddeley Canada Ltd. of Toronto is building launchers 
for the Lance Missiles designed to carry the Neutron 
Bomb, Vickers of Montreal is building the hull cylinder 
torpedo tubes for the Polaris, Poséldon and Trident 
nuclear submarines, Heeds International of Port Moody, 
B.C. built the cranes to load nuclear warheads into the 
Trident subs, and a Canadian plant is working on a 
component for the MX nuclear missile system. 


Industries in Canada that produce nuclear weapons 
components are fully integrated with the military and 
nuclear policies of the U.S. through the U.S./Canada 
Defense Production Sharing Arrangements. These 
arrangements cover the production side of the NORAD 
agreements for a continental defense policy and set out 
the division of labour between Canada and the U.S. for 
weapons production. The federal government directly 
assists and subsidizes Canadian armament manufac- 
turers through a myriad of programs designed to help 

these death merchants win U.S. Defense Department 

contracts available under the Production Sharing 

Arrangements. Through the Defense Industry 

Productivity Program, the federal government has given 

Litton $26.4 million to subsidize production of the 
guidance system for the Cruise Missile. In addition, the 
government has given Litton a five year $22.5 million 
interest free loan for the same purpose. 


Giving financial aid for the manufacture of components 
for the Cruise Missile and the agreements to test the 
Cruise Missile in northern Alberta and Saskatchewan 
attests to the complete hypocrisy of Trudeau and the 
other government officials who proclaim that Canadian 


i Jear arms race. In 

icy strives for suffocation of the nucl 7 
Hep ‘Tight of reality, the “peace” Cae Seas ia 
Trudeau amount to nothing but enticing lies a ae 
designed to con us into believing that the Canadi 


is anally in the struggle for disarmament, and ess a 
workable vehicle in which to direct our energies. 


NUCLEAR BOMBS DON’T KILL PEDPLE—PEOPLE KILL PEDPLE 


e’ve got to realize the implications of the government's 
sone and actual policy. We must come to see the 
Canadian state as an active enemy to be fovea = 
as misguided humanists open to enlightenment. Far rom 
listening to the growing protest from the Canadian pu! He 
to withdraw its involvement in nuclear war, a 
government has done just the opposite. It has mer 
military spending, re-affirmed committments to vie 
and NORAD, publicly defended the U.S./ Are 
nuclear strategy, given free money to Litton to build the 
Cruise Missile, and agreed to let the pat 
warmongers use Canadian territory for the testing or a 
Cruise Missile, as well as other newly developed S. 
weapons systems. Counting on these officials to solve ou 
problems is ridiculous. Any belief in the ‘democracy’ ef 
the system to save us is simply a beliefin the eee 
lambs being led to the slaughter. We must stop our a le 
attempts at trying to transform the consciousness 0! t i 
capitalist slime who make up the Canadian State a 
begin transforming ourselves and the strategies by Le 
we operate, We will not survive if, in the final analysis, the 
success of our undertakings is determined by whether the 
nuclear enemy can be persuaded to change its sickened 
mind. 


ile we have no illusions that direct actions, such as this 
pe aghe by themselves bring about the end of Canada’ 's 
role as a resource based economic and military 
functionary of Western Imperialism, we do believe that 
militant direct actions are valid and necessary, and can 
have a constructive function both as a springboard tothe 
kind of consciousness and organization that must be 
developed if we are to overcome the nuclear masters, and 
as an effective tool of resistance now. Whether this 
happens or not depends on the integrity of the existing 
movement to develop the committment and courage to 
carry the struggle beyond legality and the personal 


i ivilege of comfortable lifestyles still 
Bei sdrqnd stratible by middle-class dissidents in 
North America. . 


ieve that it is critical for the already radical sectors 
wine fouls movement to recognize lee direct action 
and militant resistance can have positive ¢! ets nes ca 
weaken the enemy now, and that this Le: aly 0 
sabotage the enemy's undertakings comp! pra he 
movement's long term efforts to trans oe 1c 
consciousness of the people. We belicve it 


undertaken seriously and well-supported throughout the) 


i i jlitant resistance 
isti widely practised milita 
existing movement, ly p se  aiitan te 


i ffe 
and sabotage will become ¢! Se eienod 1 UE 
death and inspire people to Ie t 
ne our survival with urgency, vitality and clarity, 


1 situation o! i a 
hater disaster is rapidly becoming reality. The new 


i rst-strike nuclear war are 
Nigea Alter oe destabilizing, ever- 
pete reality should compel us all to sedecle 

t and work hard to develop a move “ 

a aie means and ability to actually do, somet ing 
Steatyt stop the realization of the enemy's life- 
rae in madness. In the absence of widespread 
paras arial to participate any longer in the war 
Sec f the ruling class, we believe that militant direct 
ba be used as an attempt to keep uncompleted, 
Aer eas slow-down, the programs and technologies 
which are bringing about our own destruction. For us, 


this is where the impetus to act lies. 


istori i have always used warfare 
Historically, ee order to maintain their control over 
Ais Ie’s lives. And today this situation is no 
differ bn For the corporate owners and political rulers 
mee weapons are the ultimate tool in the repressive 

tus J , 

they wil never voluntarily disarm or stand go 
watch their power be peacefully taken away. : *" at 
they will use whatever weapons are necessary to ba! 


those who are threatening their rule. We are certain that’ 


only through revolt — not referendums or protest rah 
— can we stop the powercrazed from launching tf a 
W.W, IIL. It is with an eye towards the generalize 
development of an actively militant resistance movement 
that we have undertaken this action. 


—_—— 


The dynamite exploded prematurely, 
perhaps due to interference from the police 
radios. Seven people, including three cops, 
were injured, caught unprepared as the 
plant was being cleared. The next article 
gives Direct Action’s explanation for the 
injuries. 


f nuclear holocaust and extreme 


— the key to maintaining their power. Thus t 


Apologies But Few Regrets 


We sincerely regret that any injuries occured asa result of 
this action. We never intended any harm to come to any- 
one—especially the workers at Litton—but instead, we 
took great care in preparing what we seriously assumed 
were adequate precautions to insure the safety of all 


people in the aréa, Unfortunately, this did not turn out to 
» be the case, 


We do not regret, however, our decison to attempt to 
sabotage the production of the Cruise Missile’s guidance 

brain”. We only claim in all honesty that this action was 
never meant to be an act of terrorism. We were not trying 
to threaten or kill the workers or executives of Litton 
Systems. We were attempting to destroy part of an 
industrial facility that produces machinery for mass 
murder. We wanted to blow up as much of that 
technology of death as possible. : 


Accidents happen; no systems or people are infallible. 
For us, however, this fact of life in no way excuses us for 
the mistakes that we made which contributed to causing 
Injury in this action. We only pose these simple questions 
to put this tragedy into proper perspective. How many 
hundreds of times have entire populations been minutes 
from annihilation duc to nuclear war computer systems" 
malfunctions? How many thousands will suffer from 
cancer-related diseases because of breakdowns at nuclear 
power plants? How many thousands ‘are maimed and 
killed every year in industrial accidents? And isn’t ita fact 
that millions of people starve to death annually because 
so much money and human effort is put into systems of 


war rather than developing the means to feed the people 
of the world. 


Although we still firmly believe that it is right to attack 
the technologies of death, we identify our mistakes in this 
action as follows: 


1) The bomb exploded 12 minutes before it was supposed 
to, assuming that it did detonate at | 1:31 p.m. as stated in 

. the media. The bomb was set to go off at 11:43 p.m. If it 
had exploded at this time, we feel that it was reasonable 
to have assumed that the Litton plant and surrounding 
area would have been safely secured. It is a mystery to us 
why it exploded early, as we had checked and double- 
checked the accuracy of the timing system many times. 


2) The warning call was not repeated. The van was left on 
the lawn in front of the Litton building at 11:17 p.m. We 
telephoned a warning to Litton Security just one minute 
after the van was parked. This was to ensure a quick 
reaction from the authorities, even though we felt certain 
that the van would have been seen as it was being driven 
across the lawn and parked. The van was parked 100 
meters directly in front of an exposed glass-walled 
security guard's booth. In fact, the driver of the van could 

sec 3 guards in the booth at all times during the approach 

and, as a result, knew that the van had not been noticed. 

Unfortunately, the Litton guard did not completely 

understand the instructions of the telephone warning. 

When he asked that the instructions be repeated, he was 

only told to go out front and look at the van. We see now 

that the telephone warning should have been carefully 

repeated. However, if the warning had been understood, 
and even the police have said it was “meticulous”, then 
the authorities would have had approximately 25 
minutes to clear the plant, the area, and surrounding 
roads — if the bomb had-detonated on time. 


3) We made errors in judgement about the “orange box” 
which was left in front of the van. This box was meant to 
be a back-up warning system to the telephone warning — 
again to help the authorities understand the situation and 
ensure prompt and knowledgeable action on their part. 
The box was painted flourescent orange so it could be 
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easily seen and taped to all four sides of it was a sheet of 
paper with information and instructions. On top of the 
box was taped a stick of unarmed dynamite. We felt 
certain that the Litton guards, either by secing the van 
being parked or by being alerted to it by the telephone 
warning, would quickly come upon the box thus 
having written information in their possession to guide 
them. Unfortunately, we wrote Danger Explosives on top 
of the of the sheet of instructions. As well, it was nota 
good idea to leave an unarmed stick of dynamite on top 
of the box. 


Although these tivo things were done to prove that this 
was a real bombing, they actually frightened the Litton 
guards and police away from the box so that the 
instructions were never read. Because we left evidence of 
real explosives, and because the instructions contained 
the information that there were 550 pounds of explosives 
inside the van, we assumed that the authorities would 
have undertaken a massive emergency response and 
evacuation, This is what we were hoping would happen to 
make sure nobody was hurt. It was specifically stated in 
the telephone warning that the box contained important 
instructions and that the dynamite attached to it was 
harmless. In both the written instructions and the 
telephone warning, we stated that the van would explode 
in approximately 15 - 25 minutes. We said this to ensure 
that everyone, including bomb squad members, would 
clear away from the van well before it exploded. 


4) We were mistaken in believing that the Litton guards 
and police would be on top of things. The image of cops 
and guards as “super heroes” caused us to believe that 
they would have security and safety matters underway 
very quickly. This obviously did not turn out to be the 
case. The Litton guards did not observe the van being 
parked even though it occurred essentially right under 
their eyes. A Litton guard did not understand the phone 
warning even though it was given clearly. It seems that 
the Litton guards did little or nothing to evacuate the 
workers until after the police arrived. As the workers 
have said, they were only told to leave the building 
seconds before the explosion. The police took a very long 
time to arrive after they were alerted — approximately 
ten minutes — and even then they only sent one carat 
first to investigate. Finally, neither the police, but 
especially Litton security , even took a close look at the 
orange box. We did not expect this kind of slow and 
indecisive response from the authorities. 


We are very disturbed and saddened that injuries 
occurred as a result of this action. We have gone over 
what went wrong time and time again. Most significantly, 
the bomb exploded 12 minutes too early. But 
nevertheless, we feel we must strongly criticize the Litton 
security guards for the way in which they “handled” this 
incident. 


We know that there were at least 3 guards in the security 
booth when the van was parked and when the phone 
warning occurred. We feel it is undeniable that all injury 
to the workers could have been avoided if the guards had 


promptly evacuated the Litton plant, as they obviously 
should have. Although we had no knowledge of the 
previous false bomb threats (in fact, we oppose the use of 
fake bomb threats precisely because they do cause the 
authoritics to be skeptical of the authenticity of real 
bomb attacks), we put effort into making sure that the 
authoritics would quickly understand that this threat was 
real. It is not as if we said that a pipebomb was hidden 
somewhere within the entire Litton complex, so evacuate 
everything. 


We informed Litton security of where the van and box 
were. They were both completely visible to the guards 
simply by looking straight out through their booth’s 
window and the fact they were there at all obviously 
indicated that something was amiss. We would like to 
know why a Litton guard went running into the plant to 
evacuate the workers only seconds before'the explosion 
— instead of at least ten minutes earlier? And we would 
like to know why the other Litton guards were standing 
around on the front lawn, instead of informing workers 
in the other plants? As well, itis irresponsible of Litton to 
have never informed the workers of past bomb threats. 
and to not have a loudspeaker system combined with 
evacuation plans so that workers could be quickly moved 
to safety in the event of any danger, be it of a bombing or 
otherwise. 


The position where the van was parked was chosen for 
two reasons. One, so that it could be easily and quickly 
seen from’the guard's booth. It would have been much 
less conspicuous, and therefore far less risk for the driver 
of the van, if it had been parked in front of other two 
Litton buildings, as neither of these are within direct view 
of the guard’s booth, Secondly, the van was parked in a 
corner of the building in order that the two walls of this 
corner would prevent debris from being cast in a 
sourtherly or south-westerly direction where the two 
nearby hotels are located. This position was the only such 
corner at the front of the three Litton buildings. Again it 
was at the risk of being apprehended on the spot that we 
chose to park the van in a location which provided the 
least risk to public safety. 


We have written the above not to redeem ourselves, as we 

did commit inexcusable errors, but simply as an 
explanation of our motives and intentions for those, 
people who may feel threatened that there are crazed 
terrorists on the loose against the Canadian people. 
Again, we repeat, that we never intended any harm to 
come to anyone through this action. Instead, we took 
great care in preparing what we seriously assumed were 
adequate precautions to ensure the safety of all people in 
the area. Understand and remember, the terrorists are 
those who have set the world on the brink of nuclear war, 
not those who are fighting this insanity and inhuman 
madness. 


Finally we wish to state that in no way was this bombing 
the work of the Cruise Missile Conversion Project, or any 
other public peace movement organization in Toronto. 


Direct Action 
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April is the Cruellest Time. 


» April and the fool is me! The senses dulled right down to 


the extent of loss of appreciation for almost everything 
worthwhile living for. Can the zest for life ever be 
recaptured? Without an inkling or a notion we are re- 
Programmed without ever the capacity of returning to the 
Sensitivities so valuable, yet so irrevocably taken away. 
Those sunsets are always beautiful and will always 
Possess a peacefulness about them, but do we ever really 
feel that peacefulness in its full extent again? Too many 
memories of keys jangling and doors slamming and 
moments, hours, days or years of tension and anxieties. 
Just the pure and simple fact of knowing what it’s like to 
be caged and treated subhuman has pushed our minds to 
an oblivion that can never be re-instated. Hardened? Of 
course hardened, how else could any other result be 
acheived? Essential parts and pieces of the mind have 


been destroyed and there is never a return. There can 
never bea carefree moment felt to its full capacity as that 
of an innocent child. 


Peace only comes with death. Concentration camps are 
alive and well and thriving! Do the Jews who went 
through the experiences ever forget that breach of 
security of freedom? Never! Nor will I! 


Perhaps had I been younger when first experiencing the 
Coarseness that is evident in human nature I might never 
have come to any of these realizations. Not only the pallet 
of the mouth has been acutely dulled but the pallet of the 
soul. Any restaurant seems institutional because of being 


served just as any fence, wall or railing is a reminder of 
such containment. 


It’s not seeing a police cruiser or a broken window or a 
siren that needs to be the ever constant reminder of life in 
hell, that hell never leaves the Soul. Life, the most 
precious of all possessions has been taken away, or at 
least the part that innocent dreams are made of was taken 
away when that first door slammed. That indignity, that 
emptiness and that ever-so-close a friend as loneliness. 
Learning to cope with that loneliness is what is the total 
destruction. The equilibrium and total balance of life has 
been shaken and does not ever come to a full restoration. 


The question of recidivism is on the top of everyone's 
mind. Of course there are recidivists because life becomes 
not acceptable anywhere anymore. So much taken away 
that can never be regained. Living part of a life from now 
on and knowing it is only part is the most difficult to cope 
with. The complexities that are the sum and total of our 
minds have been so disoriented that simple relativity and 
trust in the human being in general becomes the greatest 
of all burdens. Awareness, an awareness that is not 
natural becomes the closest friend that takes the place of 
loneliness. It’s this awareness that-is so hard to bear. To 
forget that hands and legs have been manacled and 
bodies stripped and gawked at. So much pride taken 
away without ever so much as a thought from anyone 
responsible. Living life in a fishbowl is beyond anyone's 
imagination until it is experienced. Demand and 
command are no longer part of the vocabulary. 
Command what? Take command of a plate of mashed 


potatoes and demand what? Demand a request to request 
a request! 


Gary Lewis 
Collins Bay 


Just-us in the Heart of America 


Well, many of us, but not enough of us, just witnessed the 
state conspire to execute Brother Mumia Abu Jamal. The 
new nigger has arose through one Cynthia White, a black 
prostitute that sold herself out and now sold out Bro 
Jamal. Cynthia White, the mystery nigger, who somehow 
had the ability to be present at the scene yet remain 
invisible to Veronica Jones, another prostitute that was 
in the area (and several other witnesses), where Jamal and 
Police Officer Faulkner lay wounded and another man 
stood against the wall, yet she never saw Cynthia White, a 
woman who was well known to her. Jones said the police 
offered her a deal if she would say she saw Jamal shoot 
Faulkner, and more specifically, she could work that area 
with protection. Now Cynthia White apparently was 
offered the same deal and saw a way to make $$ with the 
blessing of Philadelphia's Finest. She went for it and in 
the most arrogant manner. ' 


This is just a clear cut example of how the white man’s 
demonology and brain white-washing has gotten its grip 
so deeply entwined in the American Negro. So deep is the 
white man’s corruption, the white man’s deceit — so 
damaging to life, yet embedded in the American Negro. 
And it appears in the form of two token bourgeoizee 
House Niggers, sitting in an otherwise white jury. 
Sending their brother to the chair, they are worse than the 
kops, the judge and the whole system put together. How 
ironic that one day before “Independence Day” a young 
Afro-American man has been sentenced to dic. It is clear 
how much constitutional rights an Afro-American has in 
these courts when one of the government's army of 
reactionaries are killed. And why somebody has'to pay 
and when it is an Afro-American that is charged with the 
killing they are roller-coasted to the chair. 


The climate of the country is so politically racist, white 
racist judges can carry out this legal lynching with 
considerable case, secure in the knowledge that their 
constituents will uphold the railroading of Jamal and any 
Black and Third world person going through their court 
system. The Jury's six-hour debate clearly demonstrates 
how they had already come to a decison. Indeed, they 
executed Jamal in December of 1981 when they heard, 
read or saw the news of the “incident”. My concern is 
what happened that night and my position is that Jamal 
must have the right to defend himself in the way that he 
sees fit, and that complies. with their own law. Judge 
Albert Sabo told Jamal he forfeighted the right to defend 
himself because some of the white women undergoing 
Jamal's questioning in the jury selection test, felt 
“nervous” and threatened. And because Jamal persisted 
in demanding his right to defend his own life in the 
courtroom he was removed and Anthony Jackson, his 
state-appointed back-up counsel, was ordered to defend 
Jamal or go to jail. It wasa choice that Jackson chose not 
to make. : 


Anthony Jackson Esq. put in an appeal to the State 
Supreme Court to be removed from the case because 
Mumia Abu Jamal felt Jackson was indeed incapable of 
defending him. The State Supreme Court upheld Sabo's 
out-law and blatant racism. 


The courtroom was small enough to ensure little 
supporter presence and to leave no doubt of their 
intentions, the spectator seats were filled with cops. The 
room was divided with whites on one side and blacks on 
the other side. When I sat in back of the white people, in 
one of the few available seats, the kops told me to move to 
the other side. Faulkner's family were graciously housed 
in the DAs room, escorted by Phillie’s finest, and not 
subject to search like everyone else in the courtroom was, 
including Jamal’s family waiting in the crowded hallway, 
lucky to even get a seat in the courtroom. The jury was 
comprised of 10 whites and 2 blacks, Two Uncle Tom 
lackeys that convicted Jamal on lies; convicted Jamal 
because they wanted to be heroic in the kop’s and white 
people's eyes. 


Let’s be clear where I'm coming from. We don’t know 
what happened the night of December 9th, 1981 on 
13th and Locust Sts. in Philadelphia, city’of brotherly 
love, USA. And I'm not condoning “murder” no matter 
who it is. I support survival, and if in that survival it 
becomes necessary to defend ourselves from che 
genocidal germs , and if you choose to call that murder, I 
say that self-preservation is the first law of nature. When 
the person is Black and the cop is white, and the Black 
person has a giant conspiracy against them and two black 
fools, two black idiots, go along with this legal lynching, I 
am saying those germs must be wiped out. The new 


nigger, brothers and sisters, must be dealt with harshly. 
This new nigger is called the bourgcoizee nigger. We must 
understand what it is in the capitalist mentality that uses 
ceramical manipulation to make Black folks think like 
patriotic extremists or clandestine klanspeople. Any 
Black person that sits on these moral majority juries 
knowing the history of the Black people — and 
goddammit you ain't got to read no books to know that. 
Just being Black is enough to know that we have been 
systematically oppressed, our brothers and sisters have 
been beaten, stomped, hung, tarred and feathered-raped- 
worked til they were burned-out and then tortured 
because they couldn't produce physically. Our 
forefathers have been castrated, economically stagnated, 
split up, the only thing the white man couldn't steal from 
us is our Soul — that is why we resisted. 


We are still on the shores of America fighting in the spiri 
of Harriet Tubman, who knew back in 1860 the Syienl 
that took Black people to court held no justice. And the 
only way they could be freed is by the justice of the slaves. 
One hundred years later we are still being locked up, beat 
up, chained up — it’s a Black Holocaust happening right 
now in the courts of America. A white conspiracy, with 
bourgeoizee niggers, azzkizzie niggers, niggers that have 
hemorrhaged long ago from Afroism — niggers that 
would give anything if they could scrub the Black off their 
skins. Nature made that impossible. Niggers that all they 
live for is a pat on the back by some white person. 


Sitting up there on the jury in Jamal's case, every witness 
the state presented left every “field” American that heard 
it with goo-goobes of reasonable doubts. Jamal was 
eloquent and articulate. Judge Sabo attacked Jamal 
consistently with sophisticated racism. Sabo’s protection 
of McGill (the prosecution) witnesses, especially Cynthia 
White, the star ignoramous, from Jackson, the defense 
attorney, who swung all the power he had in his body and 
soul. He was consistently put in place by compromise 
mentality, which is responsible for the verdict of 
electrocution of our beloved, powerful, revolutionary 
African brother — and ina white, polite way. No wonder 
the government hastens to spread propaganda against 
Khomeini's germ-clearing tactics, while carrying out 
those tactics in their courts. But when we see brother turn 
against brother by the outside contagious germ- 
spreading forces, it becomes clear that the germ must be 
wiped out. 


I recognize that some of our people are so infected with 
the cancer of niggeritis there's no way they can be de- 
niggered — on the day of our long range revolutionary 
gains. They the infected Africans of American soil, whose 
infection has gotten down in their soul, will have to be 
moved over. Long live the minds that resist! We will 
always resist. We are a body and when part of that body 


- the Trial of Mumia- Abu Jamal 


hurts, the whole body is affected. And America — we 
Hurt, We hurt, America, in 1982, when the 
commonwealth conspires against our Afro-American 
sisters and brothers. We hurt, America, when the federal 
investigators storm our Indian sisters and brothers’ land 
committing genocide. We hurt, America, when Haitian 
sisters and brothers come to your shores and are jailed. 
We hurt America when our brothers are forced to join 
your armed forces and fight for a country where our very 
survival is a constant fight. They are the first to undergo 
the other side's attack on the front lines. And if they make 
it back, they are the last to get decent jobs and housing, 
the first to be forced into your prisons. 


America, I charge you with crimes of terror — I say to 
you this day there is no justice in America. And I know 
you are feeling the righteous sting of Just-Us. It will be 
Just Us that shake the disruptive roots of Justice and grind 
every ounce of racism from these shores so that all people 
will be Free. I shall never cease resisting for to do so is the 
mightest crime of all. When a cause comes along and in 
our bones we know that cause is just — and we refuse to 
defend that cause, for whatever reason, that's the second 
you die. And I have never seen so many corpses walking 
around talking about justice — words are only as good as 
the actions behind them. 


Yes, America, we hurt and will continue to hurt until you 
are dead, America. The truth, only the truth, nothing but 
the truth will set us free. All free. Long live the minds that 
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resist. Long live revolution. Long live Resistance. Power 
to the forces of Just Us. Just you, just me will tear that 
repressive system down, just wait and see. When the 
prison gates swing open the real dragon will fly out! We 
demand justice for Jamal... All power to the people. 


Write to: 

Sisters of Inner Connections 

7S. 43rd St., #3, Philadelphia, PA 
19104 USA 


Mumia Abu Jamal 
Holmesburg Correctional Institution 
Holmesburg, PA 


Mumia Abu Jamal Support Fund 
Box 13117 
Philadelphia, PA 19101 


____ Jamal’s Statement 


Today's decison comes as no surprise tq me, in fact, many 
will remember that I Said this would happen last week, 
when John Africa predicted and prophesied this jury 
decison.1 want everyone to know it came after a trained 
lawyer was imposed upon me against my will. A legal, 
trained lawyer named Tony Jackson, a man who knew he 
was inadequate-to the task and chose to follow the 
direction of this black-robed conspirator,Albert Sabo, 
even if it meant ignoring my directions — to quote John 
Africa, “Whena lawyer chooses to follow the conditions of 
the court, he compromises his obligation to his‘client’” — 
what greater arrogance? 


BP Xo ca nowor, MY CLINT GO0p! He’LL 


@ CREW VPIN AN UNBELIEVABLY \FEEL RIGHT AT HOME 
* SQUALID, INHUMAN ENVIRONMENT, | IN OUR PRISON. 


AND HE NEVER HAD 
BA PROPER MEDICAL OR MENTAL 
XN 


BEALTH CARE. 


It was a legal, trained lawyer who followed Sabo's 
direction not to introduce the testimony of policeman 
Wakshol, a cop who according, alluding to his statement 
of 12-9-81, arrested me, “accompanied me” to Jefferson 
Hospital, guarded me, and returned to Homicide later that 
morning. According to Wakshol, “We stayed with the 
male at Jefferson until we were relieved. During this time, 
the negro male made no comments.” According to 
Wakshol’s statement of February 11th, 1982, over two 
months later, Wakshol recalls, “Oh, yeah — Jamal said, ‘I 


shot him. I hope the,M.F.cr dies."” Did he consider thata 
“comment™ Why did this trained officier of the law wait 
for months before speaking on the comment? According 


to Sabo, Wakshol is on vacation, despite the fact. his’ 


testimony is directly linked to a supposed confession, he 
would not be called to testify. How convenient! It was a 
legal, trained lawyer who told the jury, “You've heard all 
the evidence” — knowing that it wasn’tso — thejury heard 
only what Sabo allowed — nothing more. : 
Many jurors were told 1 would | cross-examine the 
witnesses, make opening and closing arguments, and 
introduce evidence. What they saw was a man silenced, 
gagged by judicial decree, so what they heard, was 
nothing. A man ordered not to fight for his life! Every so- 
called “right” was deceitfully stolen from me by Sabo. My 
demand that the. defense assistant of my choice, John 
Africa, be allowed to sitat thedefense table was repeatedly 
denied. 


Meanwhile, in a city-hall courtroom, four floors directly 
above, a mancharged with murdersits with his lawyer, and 
his father, who just happens to be a Philadelphia 
policeman. The man, white, was charged with beating a 
Black man to death and came to court to have his bail 
revoked after being free for several weeks. His bail was 
revoked after a public outcry inthe Black community after 
the granting of bail at all. Of course my bail, a ransom of 
$250,000 was revoked one day after it was issued. For one 
defendent, everything is granted. For another, everything 
is denied. But isn’t Justice blind, equal in its application? 
Does it matter whether a white man is charged with killing 
a black man, ora black man is charged with killinga white 
man? The truth is clear — for niggers, poor people, puerto 
ricans, and what remains of the Indian race, Justice is a 
sham, a ruse, a joke. To quote John Africa: 

“When you judges hang a person, put a person in an 
electric chair, gas a person, shoot a person to death fora 
crime ya'll didn't see that person commit, youain’t solving 
the problem of crime of the so-called criminal or the 
victim. You've caused a burden for the mother that is now 
without a son, the wife that is now without a husband, the 
daughter that is now without a father and society for 
putting faith in this goddammed procedure. For it is the 
system that is guilty of the crimes ofall thatiscriminal. All 
crimes are committed within the system, not without. 


Because 
judges gassed to death, oor White 
death, Puerto Rican bay, girl, ul 
came straight from you judges, 


u eu eae of these charges that I have been tried for 
eh ae i connivance of Sabo,McGill and Jackson to 
Scan peeled right” to represent myself, to the 
of my choice, to personally select a jury of my 
Pecrs, to cross-examine witnesses, and to make both 
opening and closing arguments, 
: oo nooent despite what you 12 people think, and the 
ruth shall set me free! Long live John Africa! for his 
assistance in this fight for my life, Itis John Africa who has 
strengthened me, aided me, and guided me and loves 


boy you judges shot to 
adult electrocuted to death 
. Your bosses, theircrimes.” 


‘ 


Reply to Winston Holloway’s article “Realistic Reform?” 


His first concern is for taxpayers expenses over prisons, 
my answer to this is stop building prisons. His second 
point is for the victims of crime, and some kind of 
compensation for them from the criminal, but what 
about all the innocent people in prison, where could they 
possibly fit into this system, such as the people who write 
to Bulldozer and obviously have a social conscience, a 
conscience that probably landed them in prison in the 
first place. These people want freedom, not re-form. We 
could have a say in the government ‘of our own 
confinement he says, but who wants to be a party to his 
own deprivation, and even if you legally had more say, a 
vote and a few more rights, would these not be violated 
just the same as the few rights you already have? Are not 
lots of letters to Blackdragon and Bulldozer about just 
this fact, the illegal treatment or withholding of rights by 
the authorities, even murder. Winston signed himself “In 
the Spirit of Carl Harp” — what good would a vote have 


of the influence of that ignorant black boy you ° 


me. Could John Africa have done worse than this 
worthless shyster and sellout. 

It was John Africa's influence that this court feared — 
and his assistance that this court resisted and denied. But 
his protection remains despite the court's resistance. 
On December 9th, 1981, the police attempted to execute 
me on the street — this trial was the result of their failure to 
do so, just as the police tried to kill my brothers and sisters 
of the family Africa, on August 8th 1978, they failed and 
hence, a trial was conducted to complete the execution. 
This system is finished! Babylon is fallen! 

Long live Move! Long live John Africa! 


Mumia Abu-Jamal 


done Carl? Even if you have the vote, and a union, you 
would only have what millions of people outside of 
prison already have, and they still live in poverty and 
exploitation, and are also unemployed by the millions, so 
where would the jobs for prisoners you talk of come 
from, would not the people who complain of paying taxes 
for prisons then say “by giving jobs to prisoners people 
outside are being made redundant.” No, the callousness 
and greed of Capitalism creates the callous criminal who 
would not be interested in compensating his victims. It 
also creates the prisoners of conscience, who, outraged by 
the injustice of the system oppose it, and are jailed to their 
pains, so clearly there is no room for re-form only for the 
abolition of prisons, and a revolutionary change in 
society, a change that can institute a mutually caring 
socialist society of equality, in place of the free for all, rich 
get, richer, poor get poorer, society of capitalism. 


Love & Solidarity 
Lyn Hurst 
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. .  Archimbault Agony 


On the night of July 25, 1982, Archambault prison in 

Quebec, was the scene of a hostage taking which ended 

with 3 guards killed, and two prisoners dead due to 
(alleged) cyanide poisoning. The following article is in 
large part a synopsis of the “Report to the International 
Human Rights Law Group‘ on the riot and deaths at 
Archambault by Charles E.M. Kolb. The International 
Human Rights Law Group which is based in 
Washington, D.C. is a “public interest firm which 
provides legal assistance in cases involving international 
human rights.” Mr. Kolb's visit to Archimbault took 
place some four weeks after the riot occurred. 


Details of the events of July 25, have differed so much 
that any attempt to honestly recount the actual events of 
that night are futile. Both prisoners and guards 
interviewed by Mr. Kolb said that up until. the riot, 
relations between the two had been calm. 


The Aftermath 


-even though fewer than 50 prisoners out ofa total of 425 
took part in the events of July 25, all Archambault 
prisoners were stripped, searched and returned to their 
cells from which all their personal belongings had been 
removed. 


- although the press was invited to the prison by-the 
administration two days after the riot, lawyers were 
denied access for ten days. 


- a month after the riot, inmates were being fed two cold 
sandwiches and a dixie cup of milk, twice a day. 


- these cold sandwiches and milk were often laced with 
tear gas, and saliva, and rather than serving them, the 
guards often merely threw them into the cells, either on 
the floor or in the toilets. Prisoners also received 
sandwiches soaked in urine. At least one prisoner was 
forced to eat such a sandwich, and say how good it was. 


- between July 25 and August 8, all prisoners were on 24 
hour lockup. 3 

- for the first five days preceeding the riot, tear gas 
was used extensively throughout the institution. One 
prisoner told Kolb:that while held by two guards, a third 
guard shot tear gas directly into his mouth, 


- another inmate reported being beaten by at least nine 
guards at the same time, in an effort to get him to sign 
a confession. This inmate was interrogated repeatedly 
over a three day period. Refusing to comply with the 
authorities, he was left in the hole, naked and without 


ee ee 


{ 
blankets, mattress or running water. This same prisoner 
described a scene where he saw eight guards lined up.to 
have their boots polished by a naked inmate, 


~ guards repeatedly harassed inmates, preventing them 
from getting any sleep. " 


~ one inmate had human feces rubbed in his face bya 
gloved guard. 


~ all inmates were denied showers for the first week, the 
tear gas burning their skin. After a week they were 
allowed one 2 minute shower per week. This included 
the time to and from their cells. 


- inmates Were transferred to the hole, or to the super 
maximum C.D.C. facility without any formal charges 
being brought against them, * 


- many inmates were interrogated concerning their 
Participation in the riot, without the opportunity of 
consulting their lawyers, : 
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Perhaps the most bizarre part of Kolb’s report deals with 
prisoners masturbating on the bodies of the dead guards, 
and guards later retaliating by masturbating into the 
prisoner's cells. : 


Solicitor General Bob Kaplan responded to the report by 
saying that it is not up to:the government to act if illegal 
acts have been committed, but up. to the prisoners to 
prove them in court. In an attempt to undermine the 
credibility of Kolb, Kaplan pointed to the fact that 
prisoner’s lawyers had not brought charges! Here Kaplan 
is showing his depravity since it is his own penitentiary 
service which denied prisoners the right to see their 
lawyers, and denied the lawyers the “privilege” to enter 
Archambault in the critical days following the riot. If as 
the Solicitor said, he finds Mr. Kolbs report “hardly 
credible”, then he should have had nothing to fear from 
an independent inquiry! r 


at 


Dead and Dying 
Litter a floor 
The remainder 
Of unbridled torment 
Medieval fortress 
Cast of 
Stone and steel 
Brought down 
In the rage 
Of tortured souls 

+ Exploding in violence 
Rubbish piled high 
In the midst 
Of men 
Spent of Passion 
Waiting 
In the chilling calm 
The next chapter 
The opening 
Of Canada's 
Next Monster. 


A few words attempting to describe the finish of the 
Kingston riot of seventy-one. Nothing has changed since 
that.time. They could have just as easily been written to 
describe Attica, Santa Fe, Archimbault, them all, and 
they'll still have meaning as long as the torture chambers 
exist. \ 


All of us have our own form of suicide when our situation 
becomes hopeless and we have nothing to look forward 
to but a lifetime of despair. Two prisoners at 
Archimbault penitentiary recently took their's. 
Regardless of the judicial gangbang the crime pimps are 
trying to railroad through, those two were q beginning 
and not an end. 


Why not? Nothing is going to change. Even the cover-up 
sounds like a broken record. They always do. Suspend all 


laws, bar lawyers from their clients, parade the puppet 
Press through the central dome so they can parrot the 
government propaganda minister, and create a red 
herring to feed the gullible public. This time it's a group of 
entertainers who take the blame. Only a moron could buy 
it, but in this paternalistic country, people are used to 
turning to a morally bankrupt government to do their 
thinking for them. 


If it wasn't so tragic, it would almost be laughable. So 
much bullshit coming from so many sanctimonious 
hypocrities pretending to deplore prison violence when 
the whole filthy system thrives on it. In fact, prison 
violence isn’t even considered a problem to those people. 
Immediately after the Archimbault blow, the Solicitor- 
General made the ridiculous statement, “This is the first 
trouble we've had since we started the policy of locking 
up the potentially violent more than a year ago.” That less 
than three months after two prisoners were killed in 
Ontario alone. 


That's understandable. Dead prisoners are no problem to 
this system. It’s just a numbers game in the biggest 
economic ripoff of all. Whena prisoner is killed, some pig 
in a black robe will make sure the cell is filled the next 
day. They'll still make all their profits, As for the damage 
caused in a riot, take a look at who gets the repair 
contracts. Take a look at the costs as well. Each filthy 
cage costs more than a luxury apartment. 


Let's face it, riots are programmed into this system. 
That's the main reason for the Solicitor-General’s refusal 
to call for an inquiry over the Archimbault uprising and 
his announcement of an inquiry into shows staged for the 
prisoners. He already knows the causes of the riot and 
obviously could care less about them but objects very 
much to the prisoners escaping their oppression long 
enough to watch a couple hours of entertainment. 


Tommy Smith 


Tempered by Torment 


The capacity of the human spirit to absorb shock is | 
miraculous. A man can be twisted almost beyond 

recognition, driven to the edge of insanity, tormented by 

the fires of hell, he can suffer adversity, pain and cruelty, 
undergo degradation — yet retain the sensibilities and 
compassion of a human being. 


This, my brothers and sisters, is the American Indian. 


It all starts with application of the preamble of the 
Constitution which states, that: 

“We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are 
created equal, that they are endowed by their creator with 
inalienable rights of life, liberty, and the pursuit of 
happiness”. 


Indians cry fraud in the most prominent places which 
racial discrimination and deprivation of rights are being 
perpetrated against them, but nobody listens. Why? 
Because it’s going to take much more thana mere handful 
to bring these points forward. When Indians realizé their 
strength in numbers, then they will gain a psychological 
advantage in their struggle. Even today there are many 
Indian brothers and sisters who only live for themselves 
and whose main concern is how to achieve material gains. 
My only regret is that I had to come to prison to learn 
more about the striiggle. I hope that no other brother has 


to enter the incarcerated world in order to have his eyes © 


and mind open to what is taking place with the Native 
Americans today. 


Before we can achieve recognition, respect and 
acceptance, we are going to have to learn the basic 
conception of togetherness and unit. A house that is 
divided can never hope to stand long. One of the 
modernization aspects of genocide is to bring separation 
to those who seek togetherness. If each and every one of 
us does not put forth a concerted effort and grim 
determination to preserve what has not already been 
taken away from us, then it won't be long before the 
American Indian becomes a memory. And even a 
memory has a distinct way of fading. I cannot even begin 
to envision a world where there no longer exists a 


beautiful nation of people such as the American Indians. 


I call on our people to support only those Indian leaders 
who hold the people’s welfare above all other 
considerations. And I further call on the ones who have 
not yet to become involved in some meaningful way todo 
so. 


It has been said that some will lose in order to learn. 
Haven't we lost enough already because not enough 
of us stood together? Can we afford to pass the struggle 
on to our children when we ourselves are in a position 
today to alleviate most of the injustices now? Look at 
your children now and ask yourselves how the future will 
be for them. We can pass our culture and heritage down 
to them. But we cannot afford to pass today’s problems 
down. 


Come together today. For tomorrow it may be too late. 
Our struggles can only make us that much stronger and 
determined. The only ones who can defeat us is ourselves. 


In the spirit of togetherness, 

! Richard Slack #83552 
Camp A - Dorm | 

Angola, LA 


OE I ons 5 shcconmitine 


Is There Life After Prison? 


The question has been 
§ posed about the facts sur- 
rounding Jack Abbott and what might have been donc to 


have avoided that tragedy ... The fact is that very little of 
in the way of problems has 


aa Jack Abbott had to face 
anything at all to do with the problems to be faced b’ 

y the 
eyeraee man who comes out of prison to face your 
world... Jack Abbott was far more qualified to face the 
problem than most of these men are, but he did in fact 


have to face. one that every man in the prison experience 
has to face, 


Survival in prison requires an “image” . . . So you build 
one . . . Once this is built and practised for more than a 
year or two it is part of the man. If you do not know that 
this man has been to prison and that many of the social 
brakes no longer fit his wheels and you try to violate that 
image... Some one is going to die. It doesn’t make any 
difference who it is. If the image belongs toa man who 
feels he 1s too weak to face you and win, he is going to 
defend himself when you don’t expect him. He will take 
advantage of ambush, lic, cheat, whatever it takes .. . 


because you have come to the centre of what you taught - 


him in prison ++. and his mind, his life/survival depends 
on winning at all costs . . . until 

you change your prisons, until the people in those prisons 
are more important than the powers of lock and key there 
are no answers to the questions you pose. Pavlovian 


, fesponse is what you face when you try to push a man 


who is out of prison for the first time in years and to 
expect him to act in some other way in moments of stress 
is foolish beyond belief. Maybe after 5 years back in 
society it might happen but not at first. When a man 
comes into prison he brings the street reality with him... 
it takes him more than a year to retrain himself to ways 
that will allow him to survive in prisons and the lessons 
that force him to change are grim beyond belief, A man 
fresh out of prison is going to react if you move too 
quickly near him. Before he knows who is moving so 
quickly he may hit you, if he is armed (many of them are 
because a weapon is almost part of their mental make-up 
after a time in prison) he may shoot or stab you. This is 
part of the “flight response” of an animal... What you 


have done with your prison is to reduce a man to an 


absolute . . . Civilization would find he has more in 
common with the animal than with what is socially 
referred to as a man. He thinks, he functions, but-he has 
no trust left for you the society, and without that trust he 
is incapable of coming to the society and asking for 
justice, for a share of whatever is around (including a 
dream) ... You have destroyed your link with him and if 
you expect him to live with you in peace you are going to 
have to find a way to build a new link. Abuse won't work, 
fear won't work with men who are as intelligent in their 
own way as the best umong the free society. Mankind 
without law is the most efficient of all the predators. 
Without the rule of law he is by nature a hunter and he 
will revert . . . to revert in this sense is to depend on his 
own law and most will see their rights to your property as 
being more obvious than yours are . . . politicians are not 
“the solution. 


Paris Carriger 
Death Row, A.S.P. 
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. Domestic Violence 


Here in the State of New Hampshire and all across the 

country there is a growing problem which is attacking the 
family unit with savage force. It is scaring the children of 
tomorrow who are living through the horror of domestic 
violence in their homes today. It is a horror that will 
damage many of them for life. 


There are so many cases of domestic violence, and there 
are numerous reasons for it. Domestic violence is a crime 
in America, yet there is a higher rate of domestic violence 
in this country than in any other country in the world 
today. There are now coalitions and different 
organizations in many states to combat this growing 
horror. There are centers that counsel abused and 
battered women as well as emergency shelters, support 
groups for the victims of this horror, and even day care 
and accompaniment to court, hospitals and social service 
agencies. Also there are public education programs on 
the horror known as domestic violence in America. 
Battering is a crime of violence, in most cases just 
senseless violence. From inside my prison cell I see that 
the public must be educated to the horror of this problem. 
There are many people who have the attitude that a 
domestic crisis should be treated by only the family. This 
is insanity because of the depth of the problem itself. 
There are many people working hard as volunteers, and 
also working long hard hours to combat this human 
crisis. One of my reasons for writing this article and 
submitting it for publication is that from a prison cell I 
became an active member in the struggle against the 
growing weed of domestic violence. I was once a batterer 
and had no one to turn to for help with my problem 
because in the prisons across the country there are no 
programs for batterers nor counselling. So my own 
search for help took me deeply into soul searching. 

, It was not easy for a numbered convict to reach to society 
and beg for help from them who look upon us as numbers 
and monsters, I wrote letters to many different groups, 
centers and agencies requesting help with my problem. 
No reply ever came. I wondered if it was all just a ride ona 
bandwagon for the majority of agencies. The soul 
searching was endless and at last I saw a change in myself 
and then people just started to believe in me, and support 
my effort. ; 


Soul searching and my own quest for help took me to 
* many places and different worlds. It was no easy task and 
it took great courage to defeat my ego and break out of 
my old life-long image and to then change parts of my 


moral outlook. I found that my problem was because of, 


Learned Behaviour and also because of drug and alcohol 
abuse which I started at the age of ten. There was no 
battering nor violent abuse in our home. There were some 
very tough and trying human crises and conflicts. 


I was stereotyped into a macho role by the ruthless streets 
of the South Bronx that have no respect for the intimate 
unit. It is my prayer that this article will open the doors of 
every prison, and programs to combat domestic violence 
will enter the prisons themselves and then things such as 


counselling for batterers and abusers will be afforded to~ 


prisoners who want to help themselves with this problem. 


This will not happen overnight and it will take Federal 
grants and many more volunteers and state funding. I 
think that such a program inside will be a powerful tool 
against this horror. This is a national problem. Prisons 
are full of stereotyped people of all races and creeds. 
America was formed to a great nation by people helping 
people helping themselves. I always hear people in society 
saying, “Where have we gone wrong?” I do not honestly 
have an answer for such a universal question. However, | 
can see the penal system is doing nothing but breeding 
violent crime and domestic violence is just growing and 
growing while destroying the garden. 

In my search for the real me I became very frustrated and 
the stress grew in me. I felt so drained at times as well as 
lost and confused. The more people that I communicated 
with and spoke about my problem to madea difference. 1 
learned how to use outlets for my stress and bitterness. 1 
started feeling good about what | was now doing. | also 
found that the world is full of warm caring beautiful 
people who do care about others. 


I started reading everything I could find on domestic 
violence. I educated myself and studied different forms of 
psychology as well as social and political behaviour. I 
then pledged to start the crusade to open up the prisons to 
programs to treat batterers inside the walls of all prisons. 
The life behind the walls is not an easy one. It is a very 
compact abnormal environment that breeds violence. 
The Government just does not care about reform. It 
warehouses people. The government's new tool for 
treating the crime problem is to incapacitate all prisoners. 


I have been a front runner in prison politics and I have 
given talks on domestic violence to many prison groups. I 
would like to now share some of my notes. The 
Government does not really do so much about domestic 
violence so it is up to the people to push the Government. 
X comes from the Bronx also. 


The following are notes taken while conversing with X. I 
chose this set of notes because I once thought just like X 
did when we first spoke in my cell in the Federal 
Penitentiary in Lewisburg, Pa. 


Q. What do you think about domestic violence? 


A. It ain't nothing, because all them bitches is powe 
crazy. { 


rEbe ene 


Q. What do youyjn| 
A, It sucks. 
Q. You think it is yir to hit your wife or woman? 


A. Sure-Tam the ma, and I can't let no bitch jump down 


k about the women's lib movement? 


in my pants. I gotta tke the law, and when she is out of 


line I have to smack th shi 
shit out of her. am i 
let no woman walk up>n me. ea 


Q. Did your father beatyou; 
ther? 
A. Yeah, all the time. eee 
Q. Did it upset you? 
A. Yeah, cause that was yy moth 
Gseror or ta led y mother, not some street 
Q. Why did he beat her? 
A. Cause he be all drunked u, and hi 
ne | h igh. 
Q. How did it. make you feel? . 
A. Real bad, man. 
Q. Did you ever ask your old mn about i 
out it? 
A. Yeah, and he said I best jusibe mindir 
badness : JUS\be minding my own 
That conversation is just one case ¢ ing i 
hat f stereotyping in a 
million that we call learned behavior, The peas are 
full of people who can be helped. Dotestic violence is a 
monster that can no longer hide in itsjark cave in the 
hidden forest. It is a pathic predator in te household of 
millions of Americans. Will we allowthis heartless 
creature to go on torturing America? This brror is filling 
our mental hospitals and prisons as well as kidrows and 
drug treatment centers with Americans. 


; Whether there is a breakdown of communication in the 
family unit there is always some type of problems. 
Whenever there is a lack of communication in an intimate 
unit there is likely to be domestic violence also. I believe 
that honesty is the most needed tool in dealing with or 
treating domestic violence. I also believe that in any 
intimate relationship that positive reinforcement is the 
thing that will help it grow to flower into a beautiful 
thing. 

By shaping the foundation of a relationship with honesty 
it will support it in any storm or conflict. We all know 
that emotional crises find the path into all intimate 
relationships at some point and we get trapped ina state 
of emotional turmoil as a result of this. However, any 
type of crisis will pass, and we must not let the scars 
remain burned in our minds or hearts. 

Violence is a major crime in America. Domestic violence 
is a crime in the heart of America, inthe American home. 

We ask ourselves as Americans — where is the problem 

that is destroying this nation, this country? The answer 

could very well be, domestic violence, the weed growing 
in the garden of humanity... 


Frank Torres 
Box 14 
Concord, N.H. 03301 


The Heart is Strong | 


My Dear Comrades, _ . >>. 
Whether or not this letter will reach its truc destination 
is not mine to decide, for Big Brother's Little Helpers 
have taken it upon themselves to censor all incoming and 
outgoing mail that is sent to/ for me. (Bless the bastards.) 
Anyway this inconvenience is no big thing. 

Lreceived my first issue of Bulldozer yesterday. To say I 
was impressed would be an understatement. Brothers & 
Sisters, I salute you! From the writings I can see much 
more of a solid unity than I ‘have ever experienced. I 
noticed a lack of communication from women though, 
and I feel this is very much needed. We too are in the 
struggle, but the majority of women are misinformed, 
uninformed, or apathetic. Enclosed are some of my 

writings which you may publish complete or in part ifyou 
so desire. As it has been said repeatedly, “Men think with 
their heads while women think with their hearts.” Hearts 
are sometimes greatly overlooked in value and 
importance. The strongest emotions in pure form stem 
first from the heart. For all I say, I can only speak for 
myself (I wish this were otherwise, but Thavefoundthatan 
awful lot of “preaching” goes in one ear and out the other, 
as there are few women who are not easily intimidated.) I 
may not always think up the most “practical” solution, but 

I do think and feel and do. For what I lack in any other 

areas, the overabundance of heart compensates. | will 

stand beside you Brothers, fight beside you and die beside 
you if need be. I choose my death to be free! 


I feel I should make an attempt to explain a bit of basic 
background about myself in the hopes it may tend to ¢lear 
up some of the confusion in my writing (which tends tobe 
rather caustic at times.) I am just developing my own 
thoughts and it is apparent that they are not fully matured 
as of yet. (Any suggestions or advice on how to help this ’ 

progress will be extremely appreciated.) I am 21 years of / 
age and although my incarceration has only beena little / 
over 3 years I feel theuglinessand evil that has been handed 
tothe People over the past three centuries. = 
My revolutionary ideas were discovered within myst 
only a few years ago, but I have exposed them since t y 
were first found. Christians claim to be reborn wie 
Lord; my rebirth came from truth and action. The ee 
Correctional Institution at Muncy is theultimate breding 
grounds for just-us. There are approximately 350 ete 
here, and maybe 10 who believe we are in drastic ee 
CHANGE. Most ofthemarecloset queens. The o! ly fF r 
people here who are also true activists are the ae rom 
the MOVE Organization. commend themhi Pe rere 
labelled as “confirmed radicals,” but I go one/tgner, te 
called a “radical racist.” Now dig this —Ay rat Bats 
prejudice is aimed at my own race (forth ey hh in 
The Great White Hope.) The foul tao¢s they ee 
employed on all the people who could bejild eh of 
constant oppression for centuries, will ¥ ne neues 
and my kind (by discouraging others#¢4’ er or not ted 
informed as ourselves, by twisting ouvords, making ies 
out of our truths, by calling mea“ract”)and they willnot 
carry the weight for their viciousnesf They can’t. Butthey 
will have to! (Believe it or not /have received some 
negative messages from representéives oftheKKK about 
my “destroying the virtue of Whie Womanhood.”) Since 
they are so damn insecure alrody, it would be the final 
blow to them to admit that we fe“subhuman, lowerthan 
low life prisoners” are right ald for them to face the fact 
that all they say and/or do} lie. This warped form of 
reasoning does not even ejual a milligram of common 
sense. And they dareto nate it JUSTICE!! = 
Granted, there are mar/ easier ways to do my time and 

I'msureall of my People/te aware of the optionsthey had 
before (or after) they jdned the struggle. But to me, to 
choose any of those ofions over Our Fight would be to 
commit mental suicid’ and assassinate freedom, not only 
for myself, but for a)our comrades. We must take action 
immediately. We Aust fight back now. We are the 
minority, but farfrom a silent minority. Soon our 
screaming will rach all cars transforming us to the 
majority! ; 


Live To Be Free! 
In The Struggle, 
: Sunset - 
(Lynn Marie Wesley - #6051 
P.O. Box 180-S.C.1.M. 
Muncy, Pennsylvania, 17756) 
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The Great White Hope 


‘ALL POWER TO THE PEOPLE 
WHO DON’T FEAR FREEDOM!!" 


Tam long past the point of being disgusted. Pure anger 
has welled up inside causing a strain of militant blood to 
boil over. The Great White Hope has exceeded all 
boundaries of my tolerance! A strong form of prejudice is 
building; however, the “abnormal” part is that this 
Prejudice is against my own race — the monster which 
white society has constructed a.k.a. the Great White 
Hope, White Pig has no positive place in my life; the only 
exception to this goes to those who are solid comrades. I 
have not based this decision of denouncinga humansolely 
on the fact that he/she was born with whiteskin. Itisjustas 
the so-called (wanna be) liberals proclaim, “Niggers. come 
in all colors,” well, so does the Great White Hope. 

We know people are taught to think that all the fucked 
up things in which they believe in are right, they are a 
product of their environment and become conditioned 
such; they believe all the years of theirlivesthat their way is 
right, even when the truth is pointed out to them in sucha 
manner to make it blatantly obvious; they CANNOT 
accept it, for it would show them that their whole lives(i.e. 
values, morals, ideals, education and attitudes) have been 
acomplete waste. 

They can't and they won't accept our truths because 
EVERYBODY who fits in the category of The Great 
White Hope is terribly insecure from jump street. Then, 
for them to admit such a horrendous defeat (i.e. the total 
waste of everything in their entire lives equals 
unquestionable failure) would be the crucial blow. It 
would take away the last bit of hope they have left to cling 
to. (None other than the Great White Hope.) 

Then too, you also have the ignorant, lazy, apathetic 
and/or capitalistic parasites (who exploit - gloating on 
their foul exploitations.) The ignorant have the closest 
situation resembling an excuse simply because they do not 
know. Still this falls short of a justifiable excuse, for if a 
person really, sincerely wants to learn the truth, there are 
quite a few open avenues for them to find it out. If they 
choose to ignore the knowledge of such, then they must be 
placed in one or more of the other three undesirable, 
interchangeable class factions.’ These other categories 
consist of beings who can rightly be called subhumans. 
They do not give a flying fuck about anyone or anything 
but THEMSELVES. Their primary concern is “Keep me 
happy, keep my wallet fat, and fuck you and anybody else 
who interferes with the first two parts of their subhuman 
goal. 

Well, as uncaring and compassionless as they are now 
will be magnified a thousand fold —onOUR part — when 
the Change begins to unfold. We will hold a united hatred, 
which will be ever so much more powerful than their 
individual apathy/evil. These parasitic creatures which I 
speak of will fall the hardest! They will sce all their values 
and beliefs crumble before them forcing them to let go of 


the last shred of hope they have (the ultimate end of The 
Great White Hope) which in turn will make them face a 
devastating, defeating death be it physical or 
psychological. 

No sincere revolution has ever been peaceful. We 
cannot expect this to be a first. More blood will be shed. 
Blood from each side, from every color. Buta cause will be 
served; initiative will be instilled; action will be born from 
passion’s dreams, a definite point of pure truth will be 
screamed out to all and our most desired change will form 
into reality! 

Yes, some of us will die physically, but we shall bring 
many more of them to death, whether it is by assassinating 
them bodily or by killing their closed minds. They shall die 
in disgusted defeat carrying to their graves the shame of 
centuries. We will die whole, with pride, 


Sunset 
(Lynn M. Wesley #6051) 
March 25, 1982 


They Got Me 


On Friday, 11 June 1982, the bureaucrats indigenous to the Washington State 
Penitentiary took Danny “Skeemo’ Atteberry, Larry Jones, and me, Bill Dunne 
to what they called a transfer hearing committee. We had been given the 48 hour 
Notice of the hearing that the supposed rules required — dated the 8th and given 
to us on the 9th — though these “rules” did not conform to parts of RCW 
irl Code of Washington) Title 34, governing the issuance of administrative 
Tules. 


There were many jujus at the hearings, including a “representative of the director” 
from the state capitol in Olympia, the deputy warden, an associate warden, the 
general of the prison’s counselors, and the “law liason officer”. They played out 
the charade without even observing the invalid rules they had produced for the 
occasion by denying us lay advisors, refusing us witnesses, time to secure witness 
statements, and opportunity to review other pertinent documents to which the 
“rules” gave us access. 


Skeemo was told that all of that wouldn’t make any difference, and the committee 
demonstrated that the same was true for legal arguments against the transfer. 
Neither did the committee present any evidence to support the allegations upon 
which they were supposedly considering us for transfer; they merely reiterated 
them, insisted on their veracity, and demanded information about them. This 
hearing, like other administrative hearings at WSP, demonstrated that due 
process, not to mention other constitutional safeguards of people's rights, does 
not live in Washington state’s division of corrections. The committee 
“recommended” that we all be transferred out of state and transferred to another 
location within the state pending finalization of the out of state move. 


The death and dismemberment of inalienable rights and other such social 
mythology in Washington prisons can be seen in what now are punishable 
offenses for active prisoners, My transfer “hearing” is illustrative. The first 
accusation considered was “pattern of advocacy of violence, unrest and rebellion” 
and, judging from its prominence in the committee member's minds and their 
statements, was the primary reason they wanted to get rid of me. The committee 
chairwoman told me that this allegation arose entirely out of my having written 
for and edited the Washington Prison News Service (WPNS), a weekly 
publication, for the past seven months. The committee could only accuse and 
refused to cite specific article(s) or number(s) its members felt were objectionable 
— an admittedly tough task, as the strongest action advocated in WPNS was 
using the courts and contacting public officials and media representatives with 
protests of the illegitimate exercise of authority. 


Now, would the committee explain why no infraction had been written for such 
conduct if it was so flagrantly in violation of the rules as to advocate violence, etc., 
considering that the administration had been aware of and had access to WPNS 
and its writers for six of the seven months of its production. Names and prison 
numbers were included in each issue. Also, the committee members would not say 
why they suddenly felt WPNS was not protected by the first amendment when a 
Division of Corrections’ spokesman had acknowledged the contrary to a Seattle 
Times reporter. 


The number two charge was “potential escape risk based on past history and 
current philosophy”, though no new information was introduced at the hearing to 
show how I was any more of an escape risk now than when I was sent to WSP. The 
only information relied on was that which had been brought up at my trials prior 
to my incarceration in WSP. And security at WSP, a maximum security prison, 
has been tightened since my arrival there. 


The third charge was “past or present affiliation with anarchist groups”, though 
no evidence was forthcoming demonstrating such “affiliation” or how past 


Movin’ On 


allegations of “a group” had become anarchist “groups”, plural — or what any of 
that had to do With an involuntary, punitive transfer. My statement that I 
corresponded with anarchist organizations was taken as proof of the charge, 
though I could not 8et “affiliations with republicans” added to the charge based 
on correspondence with such denizens of political machinations (which would 
really have assassinated my character!). Neither would the committee members 
show what compelling government interest overruled my first amendment right 
to believe what I choose, be it anarchy or otherwise, and be free of punishment 
therefor. The next allegation Was “possesion of dangerous substances, such as 
otassium cyanide » a charge which was never proven and to which due process 
was never applied — and identical evidence for which was deemed insufficient in 
the case of another prisoner. And it is in addition to evidence indicating that the 
accusation of this possesion was knowingly false. Even if considered true, no 
showing was made how the charge could be grounds for transfer in light ofall the 
other prisoners with infractions for dangerous substances and weapons were not 
so considered. This charge, too, had been baselessly pluralized with the passage of 
time. The fifth charge was “considerable federal time to do”, which has nothing 
demonstrable to do witha punitive transfer. That sentence was known to the state 
authorities at the time I was sent to WSP, and if they were so anxious to have me 
in the federal system, discharge of my remaining state time would have been more 
appropriate than transfer on false and irrelevant charges. And what's a few years 


* out of 90 anyway? 


The allegations made against Larry as a basis for the transfer were identical to 
those made against me, but he refused to go to the hearing. He felt he should not 
lend legitimacy toit by participating. The character of Skeemo's hearing was the 
same as that of mine, though the specifics varied slightly. He, like me, felt that we 
could get more ammunition — albeit paper bullets — to demonstrate the 
illegitimacy of WSP administrative hearings by going and making a record (the 
minutes of which we were not provided, despite promises that we would be, with 
relevant attachments such as the supposedly objectionable numbers of WPNS in 
order to appeal.) 


His hearing cosigned the “kangaroo” nature and motivation of mine — made it 
more obvious that the punitive transfer was motivated more by our supposedly 
protected political beliefs, activities and communication than by any failure to 
abide by rules, or being a threat to prison security and/or order. The anarchist, 
escape risk, and cyanide (it was supposedly found in a radio confiscated froma 
cell shared by me, Larry, Skeemo, and another prisoner) allegations were the 
same for Skeemo as for Larry and me, and the other two charges had to do with 
infractions that were eight and four years old. 


Half an hour after the second hearing was finished, we were on our way out of the 
prison and so discovered that the warden had accepted the committee's 
“recommendation”. From what a counsellor let slip and the hogs said, 
preparations for the move were under way before the first hearing was over, 
which goes to show the predetermined, kangaroo nature of the proceedings. We 
were chained and shackled, loaded into a van, and followed by a carload of goons 
with guns, taken to the Special Offender Center (SOC) at Monroe, WA — which 
we came to know as the “psycho palace” because of its program, clientele, and 
construction. There we were held in strict isolatign and not treated very well. Mail 
was not forwarded, visits were interfered with and severely limited — even 
lawyers — and yard and phone time was cut back, if the concrete pit we were 
allowed recreation in could be called a yard. SOC people call them silos. Guards 
were sent specially from WSP at Walla Walla to guard us, and they wouldn't 
allow us any newspapers or magazines or other information about the outside 
world (except a few old Reader's Digests). The only books we could get were a few 
old trashy novels barely worth the name. 
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The law library was a joke we did not get to sce in person. 

In general, our conditions were inferior to those even in 
segregation at Walla Walla (WSP). I think that they sent 
us there because they felt it was the place they could 
segregate us most completely and that had the population 
to whom we would be least likely to spread what they 
undoubtedly view as the pinko disease. Prolixin, 
Thorazine. solid doors, listening devices, 190 employees 
for 144 prisoners, continuous observation and 
prohibition on all contact are tough guns to attempt to 
communicate — let alone educate or politicize — under. 
Who says the Russians are the only ones who put their 
dissidents in psychiatric prisons? We stayed at the psycho 
palace 18 days. 


On Tuesday, 29 June, 1982, between 10 and 11 AM, the 
sergeant and two of the guards of the Walla Walla 
contingent woke me up and told me I was going to the 
doctor. They set that lie up the week before by telling the 
three of us they had scheduled us all for physicals the 
following week and so were able to trick me roundly, 
soundly and profoundly. | didn’t realize what was 
happening until I saw a car, a van and a bunch of hogs in 
the garage through which prisoners are brought in that is 
to the left of the point where the infirmary is to the right. 
My suspicions were confirmed when the sergeant, bursting 
with glee at having gotten his lie over, made the sign to the 
control booth and the left door opened. I was then 
chained and shackled and put in the car where | was 
informed that they were in too much of a hurry to send 
any of the one bag of property they let me bring from 
WSP to SOC. The hogs then went back to Skeemo and, 
judging by his appearance, he was tricked too. They put 
him in a van behind me, probably wanting to keep us 
separated so we couldn't plot — or whatever else they 
thought we might do chained and shackled in the midst of 
many, many of them while they got ready to go. Larry 


had time to figure out what was happening, considering 
that the opening and closing of the doors probably woke 
him up and that they'd violated their “rule” that only one 
of us could be out of the cells at any time by not bringing 
me or Skeemo back from the “doctor” before coming for 
him. Chained and shackled like us, he was put in the van 
with Skeemo. 


There were lots of hogs around, none of them in uniform. 
We recognised the Walla Walla contingent and some of 
the slime indigenous to SOC. There were some jujus in 
suits there too, most of them, like many of the hogs, 
unknown to us. An associate warden of SOC and 
Thatcher, general of classification for the Divison of 
Corrections, were the only jujus whose identity I could 
discover, though | heard the presence of federales 
mentioned. All of the creeps donned bullet proof vests. 
Thatcher gave us each a nine line denial of the 
administrative appeals of the transfer we filed on Friday, 
25/June from Amos Reed, secretary of the division of 
corrections. We went. By the time we reached the main 
road, we had picked up some marked local and state cars 
for a total of 13 four-wheeled, a couple of motorcycles, 
and about 40 hogs with revolvers, rifles, shotguns, and 
bulletproof vests. The main road took us to the Everett, 
WA airport. 


I think that the pilots of the chain (prisoner transport) 
plane that was waiting for us there were shocked by our 
send off — they later said it was the biggest they'd seen — 
and were plenty anxious to beat propellors out of there 
before this motly army started a war with itself. The plane 
was a twin-engine, 10 seat, Piper Navajo Chieftan 
belonging to Air Security Transport out of someplace in 
Southern California that the pilots would not specify. 
Their uniforms were pretty close to those of Los Angeles 
County Deputy Sherriffs, the patches thereon, said 


“Security Transport” and their badges (5 point stars) said 
“deputy sheriff" but We could not get them to tell us their 
jurisdiction. Both pilots were very reticent, somewhat 
aranoid, and intent on flying; one of them would not 
even tell us his name. The other one probably wouldn't 
have either, except he forgot to take off his name tag. 


The trip was plenty alright, considering the 
circumstances though it doesn’t take much to be alright 
after 6 months in the hole, Being chained up made it 
somewhat uncomfortable and many hours on the plane 
gave me a case of the squirms, But the view, sensation of 
motion, airplane, stops and speculation made me feel like 
| got burned by only getting a one way cross-country 
flight. Larry and the man picked up in Great Falls, MT 
got to go to CA (as well as a 20-year-old woman picked 
up in Ilinois bound for Oregon) via Colony, NY and an 
unspecified number of other stops. The pilots told us 
their company got a dollar a mile apiece which makes the 
reasons for the forced tours clear. The ‘outrageous 
security evaporated after Washington. 


At Sioux Falls, IA we sat around a deserted and dark 
FBO (Fixed Base Operator) lounge, chained, shackled 
and strung together, while the pilots tried to get us into 
the local county jail for the night. We left with them 
muttering about “assholes that didn’t want any crooks in 
their goddamn jail.” We got to Marion (Williamson Co. 
Airport), Il. at about 1:30 AM local time. The pilot pigs 
with local assistance took Skeemo right to the federal 
prison about 10 miles outside of town. I will miss him. 
Larry and I spent what remained of the night and most of 
the morning in the local county jail, which was a pit, 
though the prisoners were alright. We discovered that the 
water in that county tastes like a swamp smells. We got to 
see quite a bit of the rip and tear that the last tornado 
there did. And we learned that some of the local hogs 
carry .45s and have quadraphonic stereos in their patrol 
cars. That is about all that we took away from our visit to 
Marion/ Williamson County, Illinois. 


The next day — later the same day actually — we made 
Williamsport, PA airport, the Lewisburg prison stop, on 
the second landing. The feds had a bus waiting there for 
another chain plane they thought might fill it and so 
refused to take me which required the co-pilot to go renta 
car and drive me the 25-30 miles to the federal prison at 
Lewisburg. The trip was not alright being as it was the last 
glimpse of the outside I’m likely to get for quite awhile 
and I couldn't talk the pilot into letting me go for a walk. I 
left Larry sitting on a bench at the airport surrounded by 
federales (Larry is now at Lompoc, CA) with the woman 
for Oregon and man for California — probation 
violation and minor cocaine beef respectively.) I will miss 
him, too. Though there are many remote possibilities in 
the paper process, it is likely to be years before the three 
of us have any contact. Despite precedent, the feds even 
prohibit correspondence between prisoners In different 
prisons even though it is censored coming and going. 


The suit on the illegalities of the seg hearing — 
administrative segregation, disciplinary, and transfer — 
was filed in Srtohomish County superior court on ' 


.Monday, 28/June, for me and Skeemo. Larry did not 


want to contest the transfer so a separate suit will 
probably be filed on his behalf relative to the other 
hearings. Skeemo and I were both surprised that our suit 
was filed in Snohomish County — state court — it was 
originally supposed 'to be a federal action against 
violation of our civil rights under U.S.C. Section 1983, 
but we haven't had a chance to discuss.with the lawyer 
what the tactical reasoning might have been. Now that we 
are no longer in that county and because most of the 
defendants are in and committed their illegal acts in the 
State capitol of Olympia, an effort will be made to 
transfer the venue to Thurston County, WA, the one 
which includes Olympia. This should already be 
accomplished, though there is no telling when the 
hearings will be. 


My application for a writ of certiorari on behalf of me 
and Skeemo relative to the transfer hearing and intra 
State transfer got rejected — not ruled on or considered, 
just rejected — by the same Snohomish Co, judge who 
was supposed to hear the suit which makes the change of 
venue all the more desirable. | came very close to 
committing the indiscretion of writing him the snotty 
letter that he so richly deserves about his unethical 
actions that came with my returned writ papers. The suit 
was OK, though it could have been better in some 
respects. Skeemo and I got to palaver over it some 
through the cracks in the doors and came to the 
conclusion that though it didn’t bring up some of the 
points, particularily the first amendment issues, as 
pointedly as we would have liked, it did so adequately 
and left openings for them to be argued and emphasized 
as that becomes necessary and desirable. 


As I wrote, the suit was filed on 28/June and the need for 
speed that the canaille were talking about at transfer time 
undoubtedly had more to do with that and the process 
server than the schedule they alleged to be so concerned 
about. Skeemo asked Thatcher, I believe it was, about the 
suit and all he would say as they were taking us to the 
airport was that they hadn't been served. I understand 
that the server was on the way there as we were taking off, 
but don’t know exactly what he/she/it was going to 
serve. No TRO (Temporary Restraining Order) was 
asked for in the complaint, but I thought the requested 
preliminary injunction would do the jobba. In either case, 
however, it would not apply to a fait accompli; an order 
for our return is now required, and I think that will be 
much tougher to get, if not impossible — especially in 
state court. A show cause hearing was already cancelled 
pending the change of venue. So it is apparent things are 
not moving real quickly. 


Bill Dunne, #10916-086 
P.O. Box 1000 
Lewisburg, PA 17837 


‘Walla Walla Intolerable 


Prisoners confined to the infamous Segregation Unit at 
Washington State Penitentiary are still arbitrarily subjected 
to inhumane treatment. Conditions have again become 
so intolerable in Segregation and so obviously insoluable 
in the approved manner. Victims of unnecessary repres- 
sive actions intentionally created by militant acting guards 
programmed for oppression to make prisoner's lives more 
unpleasant, Prisoners are in a position of no power to 
protest their conditions and Seg prisoners are especially 
powerless, Prisoners have little confidence in the legal 
system, and have to grasp at what slim straws are available 
to them. Prisoners have long made many efforts to al- 
leviate these problems without success. The public money 
that is wasted on this cumbersome, slow and expensive 
process that, in the final analysis, serves primarily in the 
interests of the courts and bureaucrats, could be much 
better applied elsewhere, fixing problems, for instance. 
The list of deprivations inflicted is very long and covers 
pages. To make it brief, | will only hit lightly on them. 


They are: 1) Denial of all due process. 2) Medical treat- 
ment, access to sick call, denial of appointments, delayed 
calls, no escorts, no diets due to extra punishment by 
guards. 3) Food, quality and quantity and unsanitary 
handling are all less than should be. 4) Supplies, cleaning 
equipment, clothes, pens, pencils, paper. 5) Denial of Ad 
Seg contracts as extra punishment, denial of TVs, lamps, 
radios to certain prisoners they want to be hard on. For 
more detailed info on these abuses see previous Wash- 
ington Prison News Service issues. 


Militant Seg guards on Oct. 4, 1982 “gooned” and 
jumped ona prisoner. His clothes were then taken and cell 
stripped, because he asked why he had to perform a 2nd 
spreading of his cheeks. Later that day a 2nd prisoner was 
* “gooned” and jumped on and placed in a strip cell. This 
happened as he was going into his cell. The tier was placed 
on deadlock. On Oct. 5, a third prisoner was stepping into 
his cell and he was jumped and “‘gooned” and placed on 
strip cell status. Shortly afterwards the first gooned prisoner 
was returning from sick cell from injuries received in the 
gooning the morning before, and he was jumped on, 
“gooned”, and put back in his strip cell. The tier was again 
put on deadlock, deriying some 13 prisoners showers, 
yards, legal calls, supplies, clean clothes, etc. On Oct. 6 a 
commotion started on the tier. The outcome of it was that a 
guard got stabbed, and a prisoner (unarmed) was beaten 
with 4 foot batons with metal inserts. The guards were 
swinging the batons, hitting this prisoner in the face and 
upper body until he dropped. He was cuffed while one 
stick was being twisted into his lower spine and another 
stick was being poked at his rectum and balls. All the time 
he was doing all he could to yell, ‘I am not resisting.” He 
took 7 or 8 blows that were given like you swing a baseball 
bat at a hard ball. They were blows meant to maim or kill 
this prisoner. He was taken to the hospital and later we 
heard he’s in a strip cell on the third floor, his fate un- 


known. The third floor is the prison’s mental health unit. 
Later the same day about 15 or more “goons” out for 
revenge with sticks and 4 inch high pressure fire hose came 
down A deck to get even and started their revenge by 
subjecting the 13 or so prisoners left on the tier to total 
repression by the taking of toothpastes, drinking cups, 
clothes, most all papers, magazines and books, coffee, 
paper, pens, pencils (3 inch kinds), all medications, brutal 
handling of photos, letters and other personal effects; not 
stopping with these acts alone, but spitting on myself and 
making threats of death to me and everyone else. 


On Oct. 7, we were still deadlocked and the oppression 
implemented by the guards was in full motion by the 
deadlocking of C deck, an open tier (A deck is in the box 
car cells, 6 x 9 with two doors). On the 8th, nothing 
happens but 2 or 3 people go through threats of death and 
have their cells ransacked while they go for a shower that is 
less than 2 minutes long, while militant revenge-geared 
guards wipe their feet off on pillows, sheets, blankets, and 
take even more items that were left by the first shakedown. 
On Oct. 9, 2 prisoners couldn't bear the treatment any 
longer and cut their arms up (a few hours apart). They told 
others earlier that they were not staying and taking this 
treatment. So they mutilated themselves and one ate a 
large supply of Tylenol that guards gave him to make sure 
he would not be brought back. 


Between Oct. 7 and Oct. 15 there's been a total of 10 
suicides and mutilations by prisoner on A deck, reason 
being to get moved. And why not — the strippings and 
wearing of handcuffs behind the back to get a matter of feet 
to the shower while still other goons are ransacking your 
personal effects. It's about exercise vs. security, meaning if 
you want your exercise alloted by A.C.A. (American Cor- 
rectional Association), you take it cuffed up. As of Oct. 19, 
there’s been no opportunity to use a mirror and razor or 
any of the installed pull-up bars that cost the taxpayers 
plenty. They have more than enough guns, bullet proof 
vests, sticks, helmets, shields and other rehabilitative items 
that cost the taxpayers “mass” dollars. An attempt to get 
even more tax dollars to waste on needless oppression of 
prisoners is the new “Federal Brand" handcuff that has 
been implemented while hundreds of other long used 
handcuffs lay dormant in -boxes. Whenever there's a 
chance to implement new policies of repression and waste 
more tax dollars, check what Amos Reed goes for. 


Sometimes it is necessary in life with big brother to accept 
some self-oppression to limit that created by the guards. If 
you're concerned or tired or outraged by the way your tax 
dollars are being wasted on needless repressive actions 
intentionally created by militant guards who dish out extra 
punishment other than prison and seg, and by doing so 
create inhuman conditions, incidents, then protest. Why 
has the prison administration allowed conditions to de- 
teriorate? Could it be that more of your tax money spent 
on this repression means more money sticking to their 


palms? Protest 
man, Prison Director j 


In struggle, 


I'm not much on writin but we’ 

here in segregation, On Aleck 
handcuffs behind our backs 
our cells. It not only makes 


lehumanize us even more! 


They force us to strip, 
» go through the compl te i 
back up to the tray slot, get the cuffs put on Beha 


backs, parade downa tier of men, and then we're locked in 
the shower where the cuffs are removed. They let us dress, 
take a shower, or make a phone call if we're on the list. 
Then before they will open the door, they put the cuffs 
back on and then let us on the tier for our exercise period 
(It's supposed to be an hour, but they count the time from 
the second they open our cell doors, and sometimes they 
don't even give us the full hour). I've asked them and 

myself many times, how can anybody exercise with cuffs 

on? We can't even smoke, play cards, use the bathroom, 

etc. If a swine don't like you, he will clamp down on the 

cuffs to cut off the circulation, so you have no choice but to 
go to your cell. 


got a serious problem 
le are forced to wear 
a times when we're out of 
rueks, beien en us defenseless against guards’ 


T hope you print this so people on the stree! 

their tax dollars are doing, and so they tas oe acte 
letters to get this situation Tectified, if possible. I'll put the 
addresses on the end of this letter. We need as much 
support from the streets as we can get! Theswine hereonA 


deck have been gettin, i 

ig real crazy. They've been talki 
teal crazy and even throwing shit into your cells, setting ou 
trays on the outside of our bars 


It (our bars are i 
eas we can't get our hands through adeuaiaye Andl 

lon’t have proof (but I've seen the condition of some of 
my trays) of them spitting in our food. 


They've come in my cell twice and tore my cell apart, took 


some of my personal and legal 4 4 
new here. gal property, but that's nothing 


You can write letters to: 


ded Myers #270926 

P.O. Box 520 

Walla Walla, Wash. 99362 U.S.A. 
Pat Arthur - Mitch Riese 
Evergreen Legal Services 
South 2nd Ave. 


Walla Walla, Wash. 99362 U.S.A. 


Larry Kincheloe - Superintendant 
P.O. Box 520 


Walla Walla, Wash. 99362 U.S.A. 
ded Myers #270926 


“Na-kaa-che-wee-toa unaweep” 


“It is not necessary for you to imprison yourself within 
the confines of any particular ideology or political 
philosophy to be a people. You may. be a people without 
ever being consciously aware of having had a “political” 
thought in your head. The way you express your 
peoplehood is through your actions; what you do in your 
everyday struggles. How you deal with your ongoing 
existence determines what you are. If you think people- 
thoughts and imagine yourself to be a people, but your 
actions are inconsistent in that they contribute nothing to 
peoplehood then your life is a sham, and all your good 
thinking is a matter of profound unimportance. To be a 
people you must live your life as a people.” 


Standing Deer a/k/a Robert Wilson POW2/7/80 LA 
County Jail, CA USA 


1 suppose the most important clement desired in the, 
Indian struggle is Truth, and I would assume that applies 
to all movements in general. The 60's and early 70's surely 
taught that there are those in our midst who are actually 
worse than our oppressors. Spies are certainly nothing 
“new”, they have been around a few hundred thousand 
years. Sometimes we are spies ourselves without knowing 
it. Sometimes we play a role in Greed’s plan without you 
or I even knowing it. The truth I speak about is not the 
truth hidden from us who are in constant communication 
with the realities of today, but often times being in the eye 
of the storm we lose our direction and purpose. No one is 
perfect, nor is just one people totally correct since we do 
stem from distinct tribes and cultures of the great tree of 
life, all with enriched beauties and ideas to offer hope to 
human kind. 


Truth which I speak about is the cover-up, fabrication of 
evidence, distortion of a system of judgement of law by 
the Wasi'chu, i.e., Fat-Takers or Greeds, which is the 
final say. Evidence in cases where this pertinent 
information is essential to the Freedom and often the life 
of a’prisoner. Truth is the tool we must protect and 
continue to employ with diligence to expose the everyday 
corruption of the FBI and their accomplices such as the 
CIA. Let us not forget the CIA sprayed bacteria for a 
biological test on the citizens of New York in 1956. Let us 
not forget what the FBI's Cointelpro did with Fred 
Hampton in Chicago. 


- Let us not forget what the CIA did in Chile. President 
Salvador Allende and his coalition, Popular Unity was 
elected ‘in. 1970. On September 11, 1973 the CIA 
supported Chilean armed forces overthrew the 
Government, killing Allende. Today people are still being 
imprisoned, tortured, thousands have died (murdered) 
families destroyed, dreams lost to the Greed. What we 
need to remember is our Brother Leonard “Gwarth-ce- 
lass” Peltier, a Chippewa/Lakota Sioux struggling to 
expose these same tactics that the FBI's Cointelpro 
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waged against his people, and other Indian peoples and is 
still using against Indian peoples. 


So you're afraid to talk, act or support any issue, because 
you fear that a McCarthy cloud might float over your 
head? You think struggling to make a future for the 
children to come is not worth it? You fear the coming 
food and energy shortages? You might be this way as a 
result of Greed’s subliminal attacks through TV, radio, 
daily newspaper or magazines that you might read. 
Maybe all that strange clicking on the phone is just so 
much static. Your mail looking as if a troop of Boy 
Scouts treaded over it? If you have any of these 
occurrences in your life, then welcome to the 1980's. 


You should examine everything in your life, all the 
concepts »and ideas which you hold to, and seck to 
understand why exactly you believe as you do. What 
influences are pushing you this way or that in favor of 
something such as nuclear energy. Becoming more aware 
is the beginning of knowledge to combat old dogmas or 
ignorances. 


North Americans on the whole are not aware (often they 
don't give a hoot) of the war of Genocide supported by 
the Federal Government and run by the Multinational 
Corporations to gain physical control of Indian lands of 
America by murder. Americans are not aware that they 
themselves have been suckers and are being ripped off. In 
time their children will have to pay the high price of 
Greed’s destruction. Where is the truth? It’s the 
conspiracy mass media which is owned by a few which 
decides the dissemination of what they interpret as valid 
News Information. . 


The truth of the continuing Indian Wars is never heard, 
while Americans sit back listening to the Jerry Falwells, 
‘drinking light beer and hoping they'll win the bet on the 
Super Bowl...this year, if there is a this year! 


Might it be possible that their long silence is due to the 
unconscious fear of all past acts of Greed? They willingly 
rebel at the thought of having to leave the table at which 
they have long feasted over our dead one’s bones; 
continuing to sup on the blood of our children today. 
They hear the beckoning of their own extinction, cry 
through the T.V.'s in their homes and realize that the 
dream of their doom has arrived. Yet, they reject facing the 
truth, and seeking honest solutions in order to continue 
Greed's flippant insanity. Truth is what the Wasi’chu has 
played at but have never practised as human beings. This 
attitude is not only found here in North America but is 
present all over the world. It is not unique. Truth certainly 
hasn't been practised in any courts of law, nor is it to be 
found in any treaties made with Soverign Indian nations 
such as the 1868 Fort Laramie Treaty which the Wasi’chu 
will honor sooner than they imagine. 


White society views Indian People as something less than 
crap. I mean you have to understand racism. I didn't say 
all white People share this view, but if it offends you, if the 
shoe fits, wear it. After all, isn’t this the land of the truly 
free? Don't blame Indian Peoples for resisting you. The 
European culture was forced by violent acts upon us 
through religion, education and a gross economic system 
of Genocide which today is still in full use. The amount of 
land which Indian people were forced to live on, termed 
reservations, today have the natural resources that the 


_ Greeds are willing to destroy in order to achieve total 


global supremacy, not only over human beings but over 
nature itself. 


I don't struggle for the right of Nationhood of 
Sovereignty of any Indian Nation. I acknowledge it. The 
difference is in the distinction of the concept. I struggle 
for my people, the Catawba Tribe, for our survival, and 
for the survival of all other Indian Peoples. . . North, 
East, South and West. I strive to teach awareness of the 
horror we face on this planet. Let's not be naive about the 
past or present facts. The USA did, and still 
acknowledges Indian Peoples but only for their benefit. 
They signed treaties with many Peoples and from others 
they simply stole their lands and relocated tribes in order 
to void claims upon lands. 


I speak from a very deep spring in my heart. Tears have 
quenched my thirst for truth and understanding. I 
walked, and was totally taught from birth as the Wasi'chu 
is taught. Not that my family didn’t teach me to be 
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sensitive to Mother Earth, but rather in relating to other 
people and situations in general, Greeds’ school don't 
teach the essence of being a Human Being. Some people 
will say that “Indians were treated wrong.” Others will 
say “Goddamn heathen Indians only need a bath and hair 
cut.” In reality we are a very clean people. Our hair is an 
intricate part of our spiritual beliefs, contrary to Greed’s 
culture which believed a bath once a month and some 
sheep shears would do. . 


Look around and see how they, the Wasi’chu, manipulate 
the people of this land with totally mass confusion in 
order to direct their thoughts and feelings from the truth 
to that of making them feel weak. It is the same spirit 
which forged a sword with the characters printed on it; 
greed, lies, murder and destruction. In today’s terms and 
tactics, discrediting dissenters, assassination of foreign 
and domestic leaders, illegal tapping of telephones, 
interception of mail, infiltration and disruption of 
domestic groups, false information — this tool has 
Proved to be a very effective weapon — and justified 
murder. Manifest Destiny was conjured up and it led to 
the rect of our people inthe past and it hasn't changed 
one bit. 


So what has all this to do with us? Well, for one thing, the 
Genocide of our Peoples will be stopped! the cultural 
destruction will be stopped! the rape of our Mother will 
be Stopped! Tomorrow may be too late. ..as the words of 
a friend of mine say; 5 


“There are all sorts of possibilities, most of them so 
gruesome that we hardly dare think of them. Perhaps the 
most abhorrent is when men, so to speak, cease to look 
upon each other as members of the same species, 
regarding others instead as apes, gooks, pigs, or what 
have you. Political satire is replete with representations 
of the enemy in animal guise — as a crocodile, a spider, a 
vulture, and so forth. Besides being unfair to the animals 
in question (which are really wonderful and fascinating), 
this breeds the sort of alien-species reaction that is 
conducive to such outrages. 


“Such cataclysmic possibilities darken the perspective of 
our immediate future and, in going, may exterminate life 
on this globe. Still, there must be other ways, and indeed 
we already have the scientific know-how to solve the 
problems. The question is a political one of how to work 
it out in practice without resorting to the once-and-for-all 
type of final solution: the endultige Losung.” 


(Not From The Apes: A History of Man’s Origins and 
Evolution by Bjorn Kurten, University of Helsinki, 
Finland) 


Let us walk in Truth. Let Truth be our balance in this 
struggle for our Survival. Let Truth bind us as the Pinon 
Tree is bound with the rocky soil of our Mother Earth. 


In the Spirit of my little winged brother Sparrow 


Ches-ne-o-na-eh 
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Spirit in the Iron Houses 


Before the Bull Dozer is censored out of existence, I 
figure I'd better speak a few lines. I used to write quite 
often, usually to Native oriented newspapers, but there 
always seems to be other articles of higher priority than 
mine and they never seemed to get printed. It would seem 
that when there are higher priority iteis that at least an 
editor could hold mine for another time. But that never 
seems to work either for some reason or another. 
Perhaps, I'm just nota very good writer or some folks just 
don’t want to print the truth for fear they'd get censored. 
out of existence. 


I've never seen anything in writing by any prison right’s 
group, or Native American organization newspaper that 
has had anything to do with the practice and expression 
of spiritual beliefs. Of all the things that I could be writing 
about, this is the topic that I choose here on the day of 
“mine and my people's oppressor’s independence day 
celebrations.” Personally, I fast on days such as these, all 
of them, since whatever patriotism I once harboured has 
long since evaporated along with several hundred Broken 
Treaties and Phantom-like Human and Civil Rights talk, 
promises, rules, regulations, laws, etc. that haven't really 
been broken — just never implemented. 


PL 95-341 (An Act of 1978) the “Freedom of Religon” 
Act for Native Americans hasn't been implemented 
either. Must be that an anthropologist advised them, the 
congress, that Natives still have to get some “religion”. So 
somehow they must get that one word, religion, in 
“The Act” one place or another. Just so happens that 
there is no such word in any Native language such as 
“religion” but since we are stuck with the word, I guess 
we'll have to use it. I prefer to refer to The Act as “The 
Freedom of Expression and Practice of Spiritual Beliefs 
of Native Americans.” This would more closely resemble 
what we mean when they say religion. 


In any case, in the federal prison system, the whole thing 
amounts to just one more “broken treaty or promise.” 
Granted, in some institutions there are a few liberal 
_ minded folks from whom it is possible to pry a few 
concessions out of if one has a few years to hang in there 
to see a project through to the end. Usually though, he’s 
transferred out to another joint or sent ona long bus ride. 
In spite of that, some places do have a Sweat Lodge, are 
allowed to have The Sacred Pipe and a Drum. In many 
cases this is quite enough and many would be satisfied. 
The problem is that these liberties are granted at the 
whim of the administration concerned and more likely 
than not you find that there is nothing, I repeat, nothing 
in writing that would allow for the above mentioned 
items to remain in this environment once those of us who 
acquired them have gone on to their rewards or whatever. 
Herein lies the gist of what I want people to read about! 
Getting the bureaucrats to commit “white tape”, 
bureaucratic, administrative policy, rules and regulations 
— to paper. 


Before I can do the rest of my writing justice though, I - 


must first set the stage in another area of concern. Sure, 
there are those who would say “be satisfied with what you 
have and hope (or pray) for better things to come.” Then 
there are those who say, “you damned skins don't deserve 
to practice your spiritual beliefs in places like that (prison 
environments) anyway.” Or, “if you're so spiritually 
orientated, why didn’t you practice your spiritual beliefs 
while you were on the outside and maybe you would 
never be in there in the first place.” These three examples 
may or may not be the truth as we or they sec it. 


But, the reason why I say them at all is the simple truth 
that we are going to need all the support we can get from 
Our People on the outside especially when it comes to 
verification from the Elders, Spiritual Leaders, Medicine 
Men, Road Men; about what we propose to these prison 
administrators as being the truth or not. If what we tell 
them isn’t in The Bible then they don’t believe us. It must 
be written or a part of their own past, present or future 
before they'll believe what we tell them of The Native 
Way. 


Now then, back to the three examples: certainly, it is nice 
to be able to join in The Circle of a Pipe Ceremony, or a 
Sweat-Pipe ceremony and to Sing Around the Drum. If 
that’s all there was to it; anyone would be satisfied, 
including myself, But there is more, much more of which 
I'll get to later. What I learned from My Elders about the 
practice and expression of our spiritual beliefs is that the 
Whole of Our Mother Earth is Sacred. Our Mother 
Earth, wherever we may be, is Sacred, even Our Mother 
Earth in these Federal Reservations called prisons. I see 
from my cage: the same Winged Creatures, even the 
Eagle after some of our Sweat Lodge Ceremonies; I see 
the same Four Legged, I see the Creatures that creep and 
crawl, I see the Grasses and other Green Things of our 
Mother Earth, I see the same trees that can be seen from 
out there; I see the same GrandFather Sun and 
GrandMother Moon that can be seen from any place on 
the outside. I hear, see and feel the same Four Winds 
from the same Four Directions as are ever present in the 
Free World. 


The same Spirit Powers rise from the Heated Rocks and 

the Cold Water. The smoke from our Pipes rise to the 

same Great Spirit Creator as rises from the Sacred Pipe 
Ceremonies and Sweat Lodge ceremonies on “other” 
federal reservations” all over Our Mother Earth on this 

Western Hemisphere. Most importantly, I, and all of my 
brothers and sisters in these federal reservation 
concentration camps are still the Red Children of Our 
Grand-Father Creator wherever we are; we are still on 
Sacred Ground, the Sacred Ground and Alter of Our 
Mother Earth. So, I say this, “Are these not just a few of 


the Simple Basic Truths of Our Grandfathers before 
us?” 


Most certainly, many of us wo 


this if we had walked the R 


Red Road at tim 


With all of that, now I can get to some of the “other 
truths” about how it is with us in here that try to further 
the cause of bringing back all of those Freedoms we 
enjoyed prior to the Wounded Knee of 1890. The way it is 
in here and in all of the other places like this, one would 
think it is still 1890! 


As I stated earlier, in 1978, congress — in their 
benevolent zeal to see Natives enjoy some sort of 
“religion”, decided that at least we could go back to 
enjoying our own ways of expressing our spiritual beliefs 
and they enacted PL 35-341. Now, if we as Natives take 
and couple this “Act” with the First Amendment of the - 
Constitution of the United States; then we really have 


something we can sink our teeth into. So now we are not 
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only stuck with the word, but also their very own 
cherished law pertaining to thé Freedom of “Religion” 
The only chore remaining then is to force them to live up 
to their very own laws, rules, regs., and promises by 
making them implement those laws. 


No Compromise is another phrase that is tough to define. 
Being that the traditional Spiritual and Cultural basics 
are similar doesn’t mean that the actual practice is the 
same. Many times it depends on which Native is doing the 
explaining just as much as it is which white bureaucrat is 
doing the interpreting. Then there’s always the question 
of “How much is enough?” Well, that would depend on 
where you are. Some or most places have nothing at all 
save a few John Wayne stereotype versions of what 
“Indian Is”, and others have struggled to gaina few of the 
more recognizable basic needs such as The Pipe, the 
Drum and the Sweat Lodge. Even then we get back to 
“How much is enough?” when we speak of Traditional 
Spiritual Ceremonies or Celebrations conducted in a No 
Compromise manner. 


As it stands right now, as stated earlier, there are no 
policies well defined enough for Natives in prison to 
definitely state that “yes, we are allowed to practice our 
spiritual beliefs in a No Compromise manner.” What 
federal bureau of prison policy does state is that “Natives 
will get no more or no less than that allowed to other 
groups, organizations and established religious 
criterian.” That simply means that Natives can have only 
what all these other groups are cligible for in the way of 
what few basic freedoms that are defined in 
administrative policy. In other words, if any Native 
Spiritual Group wishes to hold a ceremony of one kind or 
another, the group must always keep in mind what all 
these other groups are allowed to have. On the other 
hand, many other religious groups are allowed to practice 
their beliefs to the fullest extent because “it is written” in 
the Bible or in similar books. Native tradition does not 
have a book of any kind “where it is written.” So we have 
problems in relating or getting our demands recognized. 


Here it is necessary to make a few comparisons and at the 
same time try not to show any disrespect for the many 
spirituat groups we must make comparisons with. Let's 
start out with “Traditional Foods” for instance and 
Religious holidays or days of celebration such as a 

_Traditional Feast or any one of several Seasonal 
Celebrations of Thanksgiving so common to all Native 
Nations: The Spring Planting, the First Hunt, the First 
Fish, the Harvest, the Potlatch or GiveAway and so 
many others. How do you explain what these mean when 
you are forced to compare them with the celebrations of 
other religions? 


How does a Native compare the Annual Banquet of the 
Jaycees or of Toastmasters International with the 
Traditional Feast? When these kind of groups are asked 
why they want hamburgers and hotdogs and potato chips 
for dinner, that’s pretty simple to explain because that's 
traditional. But, when they ask Natives why they must 
have natural foods, Venison — taken from the Earth 
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Mother in the time honoured tradition and prepared in 
the proper manner, or fish, or fry bread. It makes no 
difference what it is we ask. for, the answer Is Why? Why 
What? This is just the way of our people. They can't 
accept that, for it isn’t “written”. ) 


All groups are restricted to not more than a hundred 
people attending any type of function or celebration. 
That is not so hard to understand when space, security 
and orderly running of the institution are known to be the 
main consideration. But, when the latter is not the case, 
then why can’t a Native Spiritual group enjoy the visit of 
their Extended Family for instance. That is the way of 
our people, but it is not written. We know we can't havea 
three or four day celebration as is the way of our people 
so we ask for cight or ten to twelve hours as a compromise 
but we can't justify it simply because it is not written. 
These are just several of the everyday examples we are 
faced with in trying to practice our spiritual beliefs 
behind the wall. 


They say we can't have a Deer, a Porcupine or a Fish 
because it does not have a “U.S. Government Inspected” 
stamp slapped on the side of it somewhere. Now, whoever 
saw a deer running around with one of those on it? They 
say we can’t have Fry Bread or Corn Soup or Buffalo 
because none of these are served inthe main dining room 
to the rest of the population. The rationale for that is this 
would mean preparing a special meal for the special 


weasels Spiritual group. Yet, Jaycees 
+ and other religious groups gain these 


concessio} ‘ 

fora banter ie time. If someone wants Beef Steaks 

population beer ze that’s easy, we'll just'feed the whole 
F cak on the day of your banquet. But 


Oose beans and franks or beef 


A few ot ' 
Traditional ogee ™Parisons of interest concerns 
they are allowed then the Jewish Community whereby 
bably due to the fact the ional Kosher style foods pro- 
another 5 at “it is written”, Then there's 


known as Ramadan that last 


If “it is written” 


th 's tha itives have never placed a 
of our Spiritual Beliefs in Writing and that all Sree aie 


coples according to 
‘age, to Spiritual Belief or 


Then they cry about our 
headbands, our drum 
Pipes, our Sweet Gra 


Eagle Feathers, our beads, our 
sticks, our medicine bags, our 


iss, Our Sage, our Ced: 
* . ar, Our 
Tobacco and Tobacco ties, even the string used to make 


the ties with we might use to hang ourselves with. Yet 
everyone knows that there are other religous grou| s wh 

regularily use their crucifix, the cross, the vialers the 
wine, the icons, the silver chalice, the sacred ribbons, the 
robes, the hymnals, the incense, the bells, the kufi, the 
skull capand Scores of other accoutrements to assist them 
in communicating with the same Great Spirit Creator- 
Grandfather that we all wish to communicate with The 
only difference is that for all of that written above ‘sit is 
written” in one book or another that the keepers can pick 
up in any hotel or motel room and check it out himself. 
I've even found alot of “these books” in the trash can 
around here: 


For the Native though, “it is not written". We must tell 
them. Problem is when one is in prison he is nothing more 
than a cheap, common criminal who would lie to geta 
Point across or steal, or cheat, do anything to gain his 
own ends. In this case, to gain the Freedoms to Practice 
and Express Our Spiritual Beliefs in Our Own Way of All 
Those gone before us in a Traditional a manner as 
Possible as taught us by our Spiritual Leaders. 


Now that we have a few of the comparisons, a few of the 
Gains etc., it is time to examine another aspect of this 
Presentation. Aside from the btereotyped image our 
administrators have of us as heathen or pagan-assed 
Savages dancing around a fire or encircling a wagon train, 
screaming and hollering as we beat our Drums, the rest of 


IS 


their attitudes about us ste i 
ral j m from nothing else but s 

plies, Se ignorance plus the decision of pad 

a carn or understand anything about what it i 

1 OF tit 
i ees a is all probably due to the fact that fap 
nly one way” and that way “is written” 

that they can understand why there Brea OGaiifoeen 


Ways in their religi i ifixi 
hig in ioe religions since the cruxifixion 2,000 years 


In 1978 when Jimmy Carter signed an “Act” PL 

into Law, he also called for 3 study ok Place 
returned to him within one year or August of 1979. When 
Jimmy was told in 1979 that the study -was not et 
complete, he gave them an extension of one more ee 
until August of 1980. I have kept an eagle eye out for the 
results of this study, but so far, nothing. No study. If it's 
out there someplace, someone has it pretty well hidden I 
Wrote toa lobbyist, Native Affairs for FCNL, in the Halls 
of Conaress in Washington, D.C. who told me he would 
Ook into it and keep anything pertaini: i i 
mind. So far, nothing froth fhe cicher: ares 


Just thé same as there are no results of “a study or report” 
that is supposed to be turned in by the federal bureau of 
prisons under the office of the chaplaincy, directed by one 
Fr. Hoolihan, also of the FBP in Washington, DC — 
Nothing! So, the administrators are free to interpret PL 
95-341 however they wish without fear of interference 
from their bosses of the layers of bureaucracy and White- 
tape that it takes to eventually reach the bosses that really 
count, namely: Fr. Hoolihan and the director, Norm 
Carlson. Meanwhile, each Warden is “the boss” in his 
own territory. ’ 
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In the federal joints at Lewisburg, PA, Springfield, MO, 
Leavenworth, KS, or Oxford, WI, they're all the same. 
They allow you to have just enough to let you think 
you've accomplished something. But, it’s never on paper. 
No! they won't commit themselves to paper or policy that 
would give us something concrete to “pass onto those 
who will be coming after us.” That is Our Charge. Atleast 
that is what I am after and try to teach those of my peers 
who are willing to listen that this is our charge, a charge 
laid down to us by Our Elders, and that is “to provide for 
those to come after us — the Unborn,” all of those whom 
we are certain will succeed us in these places because we 
know that this is the way of the system to place Our 
People in Bondage and prison and keep them there 
should they dare speak up or disagree with this system. 


So we, know, I know that there will always be brothers 
and sisters who will be able to use whatever we today may 
be able to gain for them and see to it that “it is written” in 
the adminstrative policy, rules and regulations of the 
federal agencies referred to in PL 95-341. 


Those of us inside or behind the walls know full well that 
there are numerous celebrations that we can’t have in a 
“No Compromise” attitude. What we do want, expect to 
get, even demand is to fully express and practice all of 
those celebrations and ceremonies that it is possible to 
practice in the Traditional manner of Our Native Ways as 
taught to us by our Elders, Spiritual leaders and 
Medicine Men. . 

A few of these celebrations and ceremonies might include 
those like the Traditional Pow-Wow or the Traditional 
Feast where it is entirely possible and without a great deal 


of inconvenience to our keepers to allow these things in 
the similar manner to those allowed other spiritual and 
non-spiritual groups. 


We cannot simply call our present “annual banquet” a 
“Traditional Feast” because very simply there is nothing 
very traditional about them except what we are able to 
imagine or wish into them. Did you know for instance 
that the administrators won't allow the tradition of 
potluck whereby our visitors and guests bring prepared 
Traditional Foods with them? It's true. Perhaps that is 
not so hard to understand, for one may have 
objectionable forms of plant life cooked into those 
“traditionally prepared foods”, huh? Well, not if they are 
truly traditional, it-wouldn’t be hard to understand — 
would it? Anyway, in order to accomplish this feat, foods 
for a Traditional Feast would have to be prepared days 
ahead of time in order for them to be brought into the 
institution, tasted, inspected, analysed and finally okayed 
for consumption. Meanwhile, this would mean that those 
who prepared these foods would have to arrive two or 
three days ahead of ‘the scheduled celebration or 
ceremony and wait outside the agency or institutional 
grounds for this “sacrilege” to be performed.” 
I can see this as amounting to the same thing as having 
one’s medicine bag peered into and desecrated which is 
the reason most of us won't have a medicine bag in the 
first place. But for the food problem, it is easy to see how 
it would be impossible to have Traditional Foods 
brought in the traditional potluck fashion because first 
off, no one has that great amount of time nor the funds to 
accomplish such a feat. Besides, they, the administrators, 
wouldn't be able to see the U.S. Government Inspected 
stamp in purple ink on the side of our Traditional Food, 
now, would they? I wonder if they listen to confession, or 
sip the wine, or inspect the wafers? 


Native gatherings, whether they be celebrations of a 
Seasonal nature or of Thanksgiving, Invocation, 
Spiritual or whatever have always included the greatest 
number of Native People affected by that celebration or 
ceremony as possible. Not here though or in any place 
like it. You are allowed only X number of guests or 
visitors and that is it; Freedom of Religion 
notwithstanding. Extended family is a completely alien 
life form to these folks whereas to us they are Our 
Mothers, Fathers, Aunts, Uncles, Grandfathers, 
Grandmothers, Brothers, Sisters, Cousins, Nephews, 
Tribes, Bands, Clans, and especially “The Women”. The 
Women, the Centre of All Things in the Native Way have 
the hardest time getting into visit with their brothers and 
sisters in these places. 


All of these things that I have mentioned here would in no 
way impose on the present structure of these 
environments. Indeed! all or many of the other groups 
I've mentioned take these things as their just dues for the 
most case because “it is written” for them just like any 
other “How To” book. 


We don't ask for donations of time, labor or money in 


= 


= 


SISTEM ITED ASSLLI LLIN 


ELLA 


lp and assistance in m 

€ Outside have the time and fund, 
Struggle for the fi 
95-341. But, itis 


ut on our own a 
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Public can't see, know or hear ab 
. jout — 
about. So, The Struggle Goes On and will continue to ri) 


Suicide due to its own Pollution of all kinds i 
i all kinds includii 

oe they perpetuate against all Native Nations ai te 
stern Hemisphere and the Poor of all other Broups. 


We have heard and know of the Spiritual Renai: 
going on amongst all Native Nations and Native Yours 
especially. Well, that same renaissance is going onin hicie 
too and we want that renaissance to remain in the most 
basically Traditional Manner as. possible. This is what we 
Struggle for, this is what we shall win for those to come 
after us. This is our charge laid down to us, that we know 
of the _teachings of Our Elders down through the 
generations in the age old manner, by word of mouth. 


This Particular narrative is so lengthly because this writer 
is basing all of this on extensive experience in several 
institutions throughout the federal system and can say 
that right here, right now, in this Place, Natives certainly 
enjoy a few more freedoms with somewhat less restriction 
than is allowed in several other places I’ve been and am 
still involved with. So what is said here enjoys a certain 
ay based on first hand experience or 
Heats — — others who have just arrived here 


This brings me to the end of m resentatio i 
that there is much redundancy, bat this is lan the ar 
our people for there are those who would like to see this 
message and most of all, be able to understand it. 
Therefore, I hope that I have not used too many of those 
twenty-two dollar words and have laid out enough 
information so that one may be able to gain some insight 
into what it is I’m trying to say. 


As I stated earlier, it’s all been said before and sent out to 
other forms of media and never been seen in print 
anywhere that I or anyone else knows of. So, I have taken 
that one other opportunity to say the whole thing over 
again to send to the Bulldozer in the hopes that it will be 
seen in print, even though the story may be altogether too 
long. But, how do you shorten a story like this one? Aho! 


Incidentally, this writer is the organizer of the Spiritual 
group at Lewisburg, PA federal penitentiary and 
reorganizer at Springfield, MO medical facility for 
federal Prisoners, and is presently the Historian, past 
Chairman of the Spiritual group at the federal correction 
institution, Oxford, WI, now known as the Four 
Directions Spiritual Society of Native Nations, However, 
for the purposes of this narrative, I am speaking strictly 
for myself and no one else unless they want to write in to 
the Bulldozer to endorse what it is that I have to say. Of 
course, this is also an invitation to write in your 
disagreements as well as endorsements. 


“In Spirit, In Struggle 
J. BrownBear Mallott 
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Who is Brownbear? 


He is Jay Mallott Il and a Tlingit Indian, a Dry Bay 
Thunderbird of the Eagle Clan from Yakutat, Alaska, 
where he spent his youth and numerous other seasons. 
Mallott was born in 1931 and the “BrownBear” is part of 
his Tlingit name given to him at birth. Brownbear was 
adopted out and relocated to Juneau at the young age of 7 
and on to the lower 48 at the young age of 11. Thisis to us 
nothing but Genocide. While in the lower 48 the 
BrownBear attended a number of Indian Schools - 
Chemawa and Stewart in WV, Mt. Edgeumbe plus 
several public schools. BrownBear received his GED while 
serving in the submarine corps of the U.S. Navy. Since 
the age of 16, BrownBear has been back to Yakutat for 
the seasonal-salmon harvest and Naknek in Bristol Bay. 
BrownBear also took courses at the University of 
California at Berkeley in Community Organization and 
Native American History. 


BrownBear was active in the Native American 
Community's affairs. In the early 50's in California and 
.Washington State BrownBear was quite vocal on Native 
Political issues and spoke on many occasions on behalf of 
his Native American People and many native 
organizations. He belonged to Alaska Native Brothers, 
Alaska Federation of Natives, Kinatechitapi, WA State 
Governor's Indian Advisory, Seattle Indian Health 
Board, Seattle Indian Services Commission, just to 
mention a few. Because of his political views and actions, 
the BrownBear is now serving 30 years of his life in prison 
for a crime he did not commit. On May 6, 1976, a young 
~ female native child was found to have been molested in 
the home of her mother, where the BrownBear was an 
overnight guest at a party the night before with other 
guests. 


We find in the Anchorage Times of Wednesday, 
February 10, 1982, page A—I3 in the Letters to the 
Editor section, in two different letters, the same Judge 
that sentenced BrownBear to his 30 years in prison for the 
crime he did not commit, Judge Ralph Moody on Friday, 
January 29, a man convicted of sexually assaulting 
(abusing) three 7—year old girls was sentenced to five 
years in prison, suspended down to 4—1/2 years with 
condition that he remain on probation for the full five 
years and receive mental health counselling. In the other 
letter, it states that Judge Ralph Moody a man who leta 
guilty child molester serve only six months in jail so that 
again he can be free to go out and ruin the lives of more 
innocent little girls and the above two, people that were 
involved in the letters that did the molesting of the little 
girls were upper class white folks, the class that Judge 
Ralph Moody has tea, with. 


The BrownBear was sentenced for the rape of a little girl 
because he was a Native American Activist, fighting for 
his native people's birthrights and for the people that he 
loves. The U.S. Government Court system is using J. 


BrownBear Mallott as an example for any other Native 
Alaskan Activist that may get in the way of the Alaskan 
Government. We know in our hearts the people of the 
Free J. BrownBear Mallott Support Group, that a 
married man, a father of 11 children, did not,do the 
molesting of this little girl on May 6, 1976. We also know 
that the government wants BrownBear out of the picture 
and wants him to lose all credibility with the BrownBear 
Native people from Alaska. BrownBear is a State of 


Alaska prisoner and the State of Alaska is using the ~ 


taxpayer's money to keep him in the Federal Prison 
system some 2,000 miles away from his loved ones just to 
try to break his spirit. BrownBear has petitioned the 
Governor of the State of Alaska for a full pardon. You 
can help him by writing letters to the Governor of Alaska, 
letting him know that you have learned of the BrownBear 
case and you would support the full pardon of 
BrownBear. 


Also you can help us, the Free J. BrownBear Mallott 
Support Group, by sending postage stamps, cheque or 
money order made payable to ACC 281—109533—6. 
The Free J. BrownBear Mallott Support Group does 
have a brochure put together but does not have the funds 
to have it printed. So, if you would like to learn more 
about the BrownBear, help us by sending funds in order 
for us, to have the brochure printed. We also have 
BrownBear posters for $1.00 each. This is just a letter 
regarding who BrownBear is. You should write to the 
address below to help BrownBear: 


Letters for Full Pardon should go to: 


Governor, State of Alaska 
Hon. Jay S. Hammond 
State Capitol — Pouch A 
Juneau, Alaska 99811 


Also we would like people to write letters to the 
BrownBear to lift his spirits and to Jet him know that 
there are people out here that care to support him: 


J. BrownBear Mallott 40736—133 
P.O. Box 1000 
Oxford, WI 53952 


Donations should be sent to the Free J. BrownBear 
Mallott Support Group, c/o Art Woolsey, 7845 Fishing 
Creek Valley Road, Harrisburg, PA 17112. Make all 
cheques or money orders payable to ACCT. NO. 281— 
109533—6. 


(il Gary Butler Speaks 


Greetings People who w, 
Respect, with Honour,..as ie parma 
our Creator: 


her Earth wi 
i way all Life is intended by 


To the West I sing my so 
people that we are hearin Prayers to the Buffalo 


thers, all Si 
Brothers, sters, send our str i 


During the month of July, th . A 

Brotherhood Club at Ken Hew din ell Native 
Agassiz, B.C. made their commitment to ae II they 
could to gain recognition of traditional Nati i sd 
the traditional Way of Life, pee eon: 


The prison has yet to ackni i i 
anything more than a Gel Ml Nee i 
Brotherhood submitted a Proposal to the Warden, hich 
if honoured, would allow the Native men to pra wi cr 
Sacred Pipe, have in their possession Medicne, i Aa 
Eggle feathers, and the Sacred Sweat Lodge caienibk cs 
The Warden turned down the proposal and inviead' eat 
they approved their own Proposal which included m: es 
restrictions. These included: Dino Butler, as a Pipe 
Carrier, would have to inform the program director 6 
hours before he was going to take the Pipe Bundle out of 
his cell, which route he was going to af 


1 : be taking, 
the Pipe would be carried in. This Proposal Fea shen 
one and the Warden would not show any one involved in 


Native Brotherhood anything written, 


Action now includes a law suit which wi 

will make the courts 
of Canada acknowledge Native religions and also define 
what Freedom of Religion really is, 


Spiritual Persecution can only be described as to what is 
taking place in KKKanada ameriKKKan prisons. At 
Kent maximum security federal prison for over 4 months 
the battle continues with ignorant hypocrites, so that our. 
natural human rights, our Way of Life as the Original 
peoples of this land be recognized. This Way of Life 
handed down through countless generations by our 


. ancestors is currently being treated as a Program. We 


were told the Sacred Pipe could be with us out here in 
general population, but there were so many restrictions 
we could not accept. We were told it is illegal for Indian 
people to be in possession of eagle feathers — our Prayer 
feathers. Our fight next will be heard in federal court to 
make it law that our inherent way of life be recognized. 
We demand our church — the Sweat Lodge, also. All 
brothers in here stand together in one Spirit in resistance 
as this form of Genocide continues. 


Thirty percent of the population are Native peoples. We 
are asking support from all peoples. Funding for this law 
suit or letters of support would be of great help. I feel that 


= 


_ANTHE SPIRIT OF 
RESISTANCE oat 


FREE ALL INDIGENOUS POLITICAL PRISONERS OF WAR! 
FREE INO SCARY BUTLER! 


4 great victory lies here for our people who sit in these 
human zoos. 


I have been through this in provincial prison. I w: 
welded in a cell. Me and my brother wee completely 
isolated from all for 8 months. I was attacked, was 
threatened to be shot by guards because of the fight to 
have our Pipe Bundle, because of our fight against 
Spiritual persecution. I was paraded on display in irons 
for all to see, yet the victory was and is realistic. 


Istand strong in our way of life. I travel with the blessings 
of my people, in respect, in honour as a Warrior, this will 
always be. I say to my people — the enemies can beat me, 
can drug me, can lock me in complete isolation, can stick 
me ina hole in the ground for the next 3-1/2 years, but my 
Resistance will never change, not because I am some kind 
of super human being, but because of the love I have for 
my people and this Sacred Mother Earth. My body is 

entombed temporarily by the enemies, but I can close my 
eyes and always remain free in Spirit. I travel with the 

four winds — Grandfathers breath of life. 


In the Spirit of Total Resistance, I pray for the People, 
I pray for the enemy. 
Gary Butler, P.O.W. 1696 


Box 2000 
Agassiz, B.C. 
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Thunder in the Papa Sapa 


The Father Skies here in Texas are very clear, the air is of 
sage and other plant peoples of the high plains of_upper 
Texas, Colorado, Kansas, Nebraska, Wyoming and 
South Dakota and North Dakota...there is even a smell 
of pines from Saskatchewan and Manitoba Canada. 


1 wonder today what Raymond Yellow Thunder would 
be doing, yet our Brother Yellow Thunder is walking with 
the Clouds and Sleeping on the wind...Raymond 
happened to be the guest atan American Legion Hall one 
night, the Wasi’chu stripped him of his clothes and made 
him dance before the brave men and women. “Let's see 
how you damf Indians dance up there on that stinking 
reservation, you God damn Injun”...Raymond was a 
little frightened of the drunk and crazy white men, yet in 
his mind, in his very Being, Raymond's Spirit never lost 
hope, never really even thought about being scared of the 
Wasi'chus...“Say you!” “Let’s see one of them war 
dances. | mean we want you to give them war yelps and 
all’. That’s nearly all Raymond remembered, he was 
taken: by two men from the Hall and into the streets of 
Gordon, Nebraska. 


About 12 miles southwest of Rapid City, S.D., then 
another four or so miles on an old not very used forest 
service road to Victoria Creek Canyon is a little camp 
which is known as Yellow Thunder. I've never been 
there, yet from the pictures and clippings I've read and 
radio interviews with the Peoples of the Camp, I feel as 
though I can feel the excitement of it, the same feeling I 
got working with my Dad on his ranch in the Four 
Corners area. 1 know what Yellow Camp is about, I 
understand it, and I have supported, even though my 
letters were returned to me saying Not Forwardable, or 
something to that nature.. I have listened to Russell 


* Means talk about it. And his brother Bill Means...I've 


read what the Sioux Elders have spoken on it, such as 
Chief Noble Red Man and Chief Holy Eagle...and many 
others. 

now that Yellow Thunder is our People’s church, 
cea the Wasi’chu, Mother Earth and Father Sky is our 
Spiritual place of of worship...it has been since before the 
Wasi'chu stumbled from their caves in Europe. 1 know 
that it is a Cultural Center, a place where our Traditions 


be taught, as they w 
may »*_. Black Hills as 


Since then with Grand Father Sun peepi : 
surrounding Yellow Thunder ice ects 


ceremonies and prayers have been Offered to Wakan 


Well again we are under attack by 
Larson said he would clear ou 
and any of their supporters 
the Black Hills. Even though 
exists, a Restraining Order to st 
local police, Sheriff Larson is de 
the Multinational Corporation 
larger plan to deny the Soverej 
rights to Land which has been th 
thousands of years. 


the Greeds. Sheriff Mel 
t the area of all Indians 
that happened to be in 
a Federal Court Order 
Op any trouble from the 
termined to bea hero for 
Greeds. It is part of a 
ign Lakota Nation their 
eir Traditional Place for 


Support is needed to help them, and 1am asking fe 

show Support...food supplied, winter clothing carping 
gear, and ee sneer is needed to assist them in this 
time of need. Listed below are two add i i 
sate resses which might 


Dakota American Indian Movement 


, Information Department 


Box 175 
Porcupine, South Dakota 57772 


(605) 342-6382 


L 


Yellow Thunder Camp 
P.O. Box 9188 
Rapid City, South Dakota, 57701 


It is in the Spirit of Total Resistance that we must 
continue to build more Camps, so Yellow Thunder must 
stand as a sign to all that our Spirits are committed and 
strong in our Traditional Ways. 


In the Spirit of Crazy Horse 
Ches-ne-o-na-eh 

A.K.A. Claude Wilkerson. #648 
Ellis Unit, G-15, 20-3, 
Huntsville, Texas 

77340 USA 


On July 21, 1982 there was a shooting death on a ridge 
overlooking the Yellow Thunder Camp in the Black Hills 
of South Dakota. During the last few months the camp 
has been receiving threats as the level of racism toward 
Indians in South Dakota has once again escalated. 


The facts surrounding the shooting are unknown. 
Attorney Bruce Ellison states that according to one 
version of the events, on July 21, the camp's wood-cutting 
crew spotted a man on a ridge overlooking the camp. 
Three men went to investigate. An argument allegedly 
ensued and the man, a local rancher, allegedly pulled a 
gun. The Indian men assert that as they wrestled with the 
man, the gun went off, killing the rancher. The man was 
driving a four-wheel-drive vehicle which purportedly 
contained a high-powered rifle with a scope, camouflage 
fatigues, flairs and a lot of ammunition. Camp 
informants say there have been vigilante groups forming 
recently among the local rangers. No charges were 
brought against anyone at the time of the shooting. 


A grand jury is investigating the shooting and has issued 
37 subpoenas to people connected with the Camp. Rod 
Lesholz, the state attorney who called the grand jury, is 
running for attorney general. Informants at the Yellow 
Thunder Camp say they think he is using the grand jury 
to investigate everyone inthe Camp. - 


from Akwesasne Notes 
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Reflections On My Past 


Trans gender, from as far back as I can recollect. 


1 remember the love and tenderness... in over 

abundance, from my mother. Yet fate decreed that she 

should pass away from incurable cancer when I was two 

years old. Strange that one can recall this over so many 

years passed. I had a sister, twenty months older than 1. 
Our love was extremely strong and in many ways, 
replaced the affection that I missed from my mother. My 
father was always busy; | rarely saw him. This 
inadvertently caused me to cling to my sister's side, more 
and more as time progressed. 


1 had no desire, nor did I go out and play with the boys. 
My memory is still vivid of the feelings and thoughts I 
experienced when it came to talking and associating with 
boys. I was afraid; like 1 was so much different from 
them. For some reason I was not able to belong; never to 
be ‘one of the boys’. Yet, I felt good and completely at 
ease with my sister and her friends. I felt cheated that I 
wasn't in fact a girl. At an early age, my sister pointed out 
the genital difference between us. I couldn't comprehend 
why I was so much like my sister and other girls, yet God 
had given me the wrong body. He was a God of love... 
why had He done this to me? 


Hair cuts were another disaster. My father and the barber 
had their hands full in keeping mein the chair and getting 
my locks chopped off. I wanted long hair; the same as the 
jother girls. The one thing that I could have physically 
wasn't even permitted. 


It wasn't proper for little boys to have and play with dolls. 
So I resorted to my teddy bear. I made clothes for her and 
took her everywhere I went. My father remarried and my 
new mother disapproved of some of my actions. 
Especially the teddy bear and my habits with her. At the 
age of five 1 could sew quite well, so spent the hours 
making clothes for my bear and dressing her. After 
awhile 1 was made to leave my bear in the car-when we 
went visiting. Sometimes I'd refuse; I'd be left in the car 
also. 1 was about seven when my bear disappeared. To 
say the least | was very hurt and upset. I kept the clothes] 
had made her tucked away neatly in my dresser — soon. 
they too disappeared. a 


Several times my mother made the statement that she was 
ashamed and embarrassed to have me with her in public. 
This due to my actions; not those ofa little boy. Being put 
down became a way of life. A common occurrence. | 
chose to stay home alone... 1 was terribly confused. It 
didn’t seem right, the things I wanted to do, I wasn't 
allowed. All I wanted to be was myself. 


1 wanted no part of boys, yet my mother would order me 
to go out and play with them. I would hide between the 
two garages out back or under the house. Usually I was 
allowed back inside in an hour or so. 


School, such a dreaded institution! I still avoided boys 
and school was full of them. I was literally dragged to 


school... soon the constant strappings became 
unbearable. 1 gave in. I stuck as close to my sister as 
possible, but often her friends didn’t want me around: 
either. To the boys, I was a sissy; even the girls gave me 
questioning looks..1 felt so different, even strange! 
Perhaps I was one ofa kind; there certainly didn't seem to 
be anyone else like me around. My young mind couldn't 
fathom why I, born a male, enjoyed the company of girls 
more than boys. Even to the point of wishing that I was 
female in body. 1 was required to take compulsory 
physical education. I was too shy to undress with other 
boys, I'd wait until they were through and subsequently 
be late for class. And again with dressing after; I'd be late 
for the next class. I took to hiding as I had done in prior 
years. They came looking for me and the first time they 
found me ina locker. 1 was made to do extra exercises as 
punishment. I was punished a great deal. This caused me 
to become more and more upset as I felt that the 
repetitious reprimands were unfair and unjust. I cried a 
lot. 
The boys would physically and verbally abuse me for the 
most part. When they hit me, I'd cover my face; they'd 
throw rocks... I'd run. I would go to my father in tears 
and he'd turn me away saying, “You big baby!” My 
mother would hold me awhile and try to calm me. It was 
so brief; it didn’t seem real to me. I was taken to Sunday 
School and couldn't fit in there. Somehow I was enrolled 
in the Boy Cubs. As sissy of the pack I was humiliated all 
the more. I tried to fit in, in school. During physical 
education I attempted to play softball, soccer, tumbling, 


etc. It was to no ayail 
- . All I got 
name calling. I can sti} recone the ch 
sissy, Sissy, look at the sissy!” chant of the boys: 
At home I enjoyed stay; fe 
mother. I'd help White pai 
cooking, etc. This 


Was more laughing and 


ors with my sister and 
shing, ironing, dishes, 
ties ial am proud that I am an 
Ok, bake, Iron, clean house 
- do tose chores as well 
Would chase me out 

v of 

nally gave in and allowed me to 


* as any other woman, 
‘the kitchen a lot, bat ft 
stay. 


School was the bj 
education. Again I r 
often. Boredom and 


especially physical 
--. 1 played hookie 


I was starting to become y 
very anti-social, 
edit epee the pe Not ofany selticawenyee 
was push their line of thinking ¢ 
me. When I told them that I didn’t like the bea) 


At about eight or nine years of age I became interested i 
girls’ clothes. I'd sneak into my sister's and eh RS 
dressers when I was left alone. Once there I'd r. es 
various clothes to see how I looked. I felt good, ban 
sensed that 1 was doing wrong. I consoled myself r= 
wearing my sister's panties under my pajamas while T 
slept at night. I thoroughly enjoyed the fecling of satin, 
silk and lace against my skin. I still do. All things that are 
so feminine, SO sensous; they all excite me. Fluffy 
sweaters, dangling earrings and perfume, all intensified 
the feminine desire. My mother was forever scolding me 
for using her bath oil and powder puff. Once she even 
caught me trying on her lipstick. My mother had a 
beautiful blue satin and lace housecoat that she usually 
= spe up in the bathroom. Every time I bathed, I 
on. I loved the ci it i 
eich ‘ool, smooth feeling of the material 


My mother began to lock me in my bedroom a lot. Dear 
Sister would sneak in to keep me company, but my 
mother didn’t consider this to be adequate punishment. 
Actually, neither did I, But my sister was always 
Protective; we talked a great deal and got along as two 
Sisters, We shared the same bedroom until I was 9 years 
old. This in itself could have contributed to my habits and 


likings, i just li 
gs. I always desired to be just like her. She was the 


e oe who never outwardly questioned my actions, 
ly father never ha c 

eee There wa the one fet ait on 
Met po serous fenceta oe caine sekd 
pate at —_ do at school became a rebel 
Hr ie ; By: writs, not very badly though, When" 
ie contin generally the pape roe 

'y from school all the more, 


I was placed ina foster ho! i 
n t me which I hated. It 
oe ae an unjust thing for my parents to do, ian se 
bane ne back to my parents. They in turn took me back 
¢ foster home and I rapidly ran away again. 


phy heey Edna aie a vente home. (A type of 4 
: roblems than ever before. I 
Very vulnerable to sexual demands id ag 
forced to shower with th Teepe 
humiliation. As if that rere aon pps 
mili f th, I was fe 
ie in the nude like everyone else. But I wasn't roe 
aoe so I refused. Their answer to this was that I 
i Punished... to serve.time in the hole. After I 
8 out of the hole I started to go along with it; it was so 
legrading. I'd try to maneuver to get in the pool first and 
ee cut first. This on a dead run. While in the pool I'd try 
aa ‘ay In a corner, alone; away from everyone else. This 
id not last long and I was ordered to participate. | 
refused and was returned to the hole. — 


I talked to psychiatrists i 

p and psychologists ab: 
differences. The outcome was that I ae newinele 
wear swimming trunks. It helped some but did not 
alleviate all my problems. ‘ 


I was still bullied by others. It was suggested by someone 
that I be put in the ring with boxing gloves on. Perhaps 
lessons in fighting would aid my apparent cowardice. I 
wouldn't hit back, just cover my head. I was put in the 
ting about a dozen times and each session would last 
Possibly ten minutes. For that duration, all I was was a 
human punching bag. If I tried to tun, I would be dragged 
back by staff. After each session I was taken to the 


» hospital to be patched up. My nose was broken twice and 


my eyes and face lacerated many time. This di: 

emotionally as I was very articular about passe 
skin care. I escaped many times, only to be returned. | 
started refusing everything and spent the majority of my 
time in isolation. I was in and out of Brannan Lake three 
ae from oe uae 1963. Each time out I encountered 

i¢ same o! roblems: home, s ing i 

minor qouble wih the law. ere 


In 1962 I started visiting the old lady across the alley from 
my parents’ house. She accepted me with open arms; 
always invited me in for cookies and milk. Sometimes I 
would just sit in her kitchen and watch her cook and 
bake. I felt so relaxed in that house, often I wouldn't even 
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go home for my meals. My mother knew where I was; she 
didn’t approve. 'I was dragged home on numerous 
occasions. The woman's son and his friend were 
“junkies”, they were both the same age as my father. 
There was one consistent feature at her house: everyone 
who lived or came there... liked me. I often thought of 
this, it had me puzzled. This was the first time in my life 
that any group of people accepted me for who I was. To 
be like them... | wanted this very badly. This new found 
acceptance — I couldn't lose it. Their bag was heroin. I'd 
continually ask to try it, although I didn’t know the first 
thing about it. They refused me time after time. 


Finally came that day when only the woman’s son and his 
partner were home. My constant “bugging’ to try it had 
finally won them. They’ agreed. After promising that I 
wouldn't tell a soul, they fixed me. My first drastic 
mistake in life. ...although I needed acceptance so badly, 
it seemed right. They told me: “if you like this stuff, one 
day it will kill you.” I've never forgotten those words. 


1 was sent to Brannan Lake again. My numerous escapes 
from there was the reason that I went to Haney 
Correctional Centre for two years less a day. | 
encountered similar problems there, just like Brannan 
Lake. Soon I began to understand how I was expected to 
act. However, I always remained very passive and 
vulnerable. I continued to spend a great deal of my time 
in the hole. I spoke with psychiatrists and psychologists 
there as well.... but my feclings and thoughts never 
altered. I still did not know what I was all about. The only 
thing that I did know was that I was borna male and I had 
the mind and actions of a female: The growth of body 
hair and whiskers really disturbed me. It was at about this 
time that I guessed that I was a homosexual. This proved 
false.as the years went by. I had learned that I was ina 
jungle; therefore 1 must abide by jungle rules, to be 
agressive and tough. You had to shut out your inner 
feelings, turn cold! In fact I didn’t want to be pressing on 
others, neither did I wish those masculine muscles. I only 
wanted to be me. This was what I was created for 
mentally but it wasn’t what the cons, staff of institutions 
or family felt. I just wasn’t good enough for them the way 
1 was. The only people in my life that had accepted me for 
what I was were the junkies. All humans crave 
acceptance, in this I was no different. 


When I got out of Haney I went to work. Things soon 
turned sour; off I went looking for the people I had met in 
1962. I soon found some of these people and many more 
like them. I also found heroin, which was about to take 
control.... you see, I liked it. The only thing that 
bothered me in this lifestyle was the ways they gained 
their money. I preferred to work for wages and just use 
heroin occasionally. This cannot continue for long; you 
either use or you don't use. There are no in betweens. 
When I learned this fact, I decided that I didn’t want 
heroin. I backed away and went back to work. But I'd get 
lonely and to socialize I'd go to see my old friends. Before 
long I was back into heroin again. I didn’t know where I 
stood in my sexual life. Sex with women was no good, but 
sex with men wasn't all that satisfying either. My feelings 


were that I wanted to be held and cuddled by a loving, 
masculine man. To feel vulnerable with that right guy was 
right too. I found this man in 1975, or rather he found me, 
Everything was perfect, it was just the way | wanted to 
feel. One problem. :.. my male body. I wished so badly 
that I was a woman. We talked of a possible sex change 
and he said that this was completely up to me. He loved 
me the way I was. At this point in time I had finally found 
a person who fit my feelings and desires. He accepted me 
for what I am. He wasn’t a drug user either. So that 
problem might be rectified. Other than the occasional use 
of marijuana, I didn’t use drugs. Everything was fine with 
us, except that I had to present false images in public. A 
complete sex change seemed the only logical answer. 
How else could I achieve full womanhood? 


I had been pondering this thought for a number of years. 
Now that I knew what I wanted, things that previously 
upset me tended to almost derange me at times, like the 
sight of my genitals, body hair, whiskers, privacy and so 
much more. 


1 was still non-assertive, shy and sensitive. I failed at 
being able to speak my mind. In 1975 I started to get 
estrogens from the black market. When I had them I felt 
so euphoric. Being in prison caused my supply to be 
unsteady. Consequently my moods were very erratic. I 
would mellow out after a period of withdrawal, but inside 
1 was full of anguish. Extremely unhappy. I was afraid to 
bring all this out in the open and hoped that I could live 
with myself the way I was. I continued taking estrogens 
on and off until 1979. 


1 was released from prison again and shortly afterwards 
attempted suicide on two occasions. I wanted the comfort 
and understanding of a doctor who was knowledgeable 
of my condition; I couldn't motivate myself to let it all 
out. 


I went back to Vancouver to the people that knew meand 
what I was all about. Before long I was back into heroin 
and crime. My fate just didn’t seem to matter anymore. 
Deep inside I cared, but after twenty years in prison I 
didn’t feel that there was anyone who wanted to listen or 
care about what I had to say. In 1976 I received another 
prison sentence due to my escape and heroin use. But it 
was directly due to my personality disorder. 


Even if I had been able to express my mind at that time I 
would have had little success. Within the prison system, 
to accomplish anything but the mundane required 
excessive patience and reams of red tape. In November 
1978 I decided that I no longer wanted to live with this 
continual mental anguish. I had a successful suicide on 
my mind, but as usual it wasn’t to be. In December of that 
year I took a serious attempt at my jugular. I laid down 
on the bed content that I was through, I had at last 
succeeded in this. Not to be, I was found. Even though I 
could not move a muscle, nor even open my eyes, I was 
conscious. I thought to myself that it was too late, they'd 
never save me. By some miracle they did, and with only 
minute brain damage. 


When I returned from the hospital m 
me ina very emotional State. I crie 
him everything, I asked, “would 


'y PsycHatrist caught 
‘d out fothelp! I told 


. you help me?” Th 
answer to that is I'm sti i ii 
sr 'm still crying out for help, receiving 


In May 1980 I was assessed as transsexual bya ¢ 
gender professionals and recommended to = arte dal 
female hormones as soon as possible. This Patel of 
qualified personnel was a board arranged for by the 
Canadian Corrections Service. But this same service hat 
is compelled to provide the best of health care to ts 
charges is ignorant and inhumane in its treatment ¢ 
transsexuals. They just don’t seem to care. At this time 
I'm receiving no proper health care in this matter 
whatsoever. It's strange, the psychiatrist here at 
Joyceville, along with the psychologist,-agree that I 
should be on female hormones. But the medical doctor, a * 
G.P. who runs the hospital and its disbursement of 


medication, does not agree with all these professionals so 
I go without: 


For the past eighteen months I have been studying 
assertiveness training, doing quite well. At least now I can 
freely speak my mind. A 


‘ am suffering much anguish with no release for tension. 
On a pe of ten, my tension level is almost always up 

ound cight. While on female hormones, it reduces to 
around two or three on the same scale. 


I mate Spent a total of twenty out of thirty-two years of 
my ife in one jail or another. Out of this I've spent a total 
Paar iad thirteen years in solitary confinement, 
1s due to my inability to feel comfortable in an all male 
environment. Presently I am in Joyceville Institution in 
Ontario. The population here is over four hundred males 
Not easy at all for a transsexual. Almost impossible. For 


the past nineteen months I have dropped 
ppl cclapedegiglarn pped all facades. | am 


Thave no choice in my bein; 

4 C 2, because | have to be me. Sex 
fe-assignment is the only way that I will be able to live a 
normal, happy, productive life in society. I have stable 


future plans for 
e parole, but I must have : 
function normally. ae 


“8 August 1979 I performed my 
castration) after realizing that this mi i 

: 1 | ight give me some 
relief, My reasoning proved true, however, without the 
required amount of hormones in my system, I have 
developed other complications to add to my anguish. F 


I am well respected by the inmates and 

attention. . .. too much for me to handle. fh ht 
upsetting at times. Then there is the continual pestering 
for sex.... lama lady, nota tramp! In my heart and maid 
I have always been proud of the woman that I am. I have 
my principles and I value them with pride. ‘ 


I am a friendly, honest, loveable girl with feti 

same as any other female. Someday would Pra 
down and adopt a couple of children. Many have said 
that I'm old fashioned in my ways, I say definitely no. My 
Ways as your ways are our own decision, if we are strong 
human beings, we must live by what our own convictions 
dictate. I believe in a saying by Bob Dylan: “where your 
heart is, is your life.” 


orchidectomy 


I am basically a nature girl, I love the forests, mountains, 
animals and the seas. I am in all actuality a very peaceful, 
loving person. All wish isto finally blend in with society! 


I view other women with envy: why was I so cheated? But 
one mustn't dwell on self-pity. All 1 am asking for is MY 
life, not the life that our society feels I was born to live!!! 


June 1980 
Kathy Johnson 


Ge 28 May 1982 


Because of the ever present anguish, plus constant 
bothering from the men, I attempted to cut off this 
dagly-thing (which I call a deformity) in one of my very 
desyerate moments, in July of 1980. I went to the 
Regonal Psychiatric Centre and after three weeks I was 
returied to Joyceville Institution. The psychiatrists at 
R.P.C. said there was nothing they could do for me. 
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T 30th, 1980 I did the same thing, only this - 
oo epee and I was admitted to the Hotel Dieu 
Hospital for eight days. Again I was sent to R.P.C. and 
again the psychiatrists told me there was nothing they 
could do for me until the policy was approved for 
treatment of transsexuals in prison. 


1 found R.P.C. to be more relaxing than Joyceville and I 
was permitted to stay. I continued writing letters to Dr. 
Craigen (Head of Health Services for the Corrections 
Service), Mr. Yeomans (Commissioner of Peniten- 
taries), Mr. Kaplan (Solicitor General of Canada) and 
many others. They all said I must be patient and wait... . 
“a policy is due shortly.” 


After fourteen months and another 50-odd letters on file, 
finally it was announced in November 1981 that a policy 
had been formulated and approved. 


A team of specialists from the Clarke Institute (Gender- 
Clinic) in Toronto came to interview me in January 1982 
while at R.P.C. and I am still awaiting their report which 
was due in March of this year. It is the end of May and 
still no report has arrived! And again I am being told to 
be patient! It’s been three years since I literally cried my 


heart out BEGGING for help and I was assured that help _ 


was available for me. The exact words I've never 


, 


forgotten; “if that’s what you really want, noroblem. .. 
I'll have you transferred to R.C.P. (P), ancthe doctors 
there will look after your needs.” So right 4 the spot in 
his office, I pleaded that all that was not rcessary, that 


_ all | needed was the estrogen I had been coSuming only a 


few months earlier! But anyways, I’m stilbut of luck and 
I will remain fighting. 


The parole service has refused me parle uritil such time 
as I am receiving my hormones and 4 a good frame of 
mind. 


Last month I transferred to Millhavn Institution where I 
have friends and feel more comfortble than both R.P.C. 
and Joyceville. However, as of ye4 am still not permitted 
my skirts, blouses and earrings Which I was allowed at 
RBC. 
Most important (2nd to 
kit which I purchased fro 
hate the sight and feel o 
remove it just as fast as pos 
my electrolysis-kit here! 
it he much to ask for inet peace an 


my hfmones) is an electrolysis 
m gars Ltd., while at R.P.C. I 
fay facial hair and wish to 
«ble. I'm hoping to be allowed 
d my hormones, of course. Is 
da bit of happiness? 


From my heart, 
Katherine Anne Johnson 
C.S.C. #5526 


, Bulld 
incr 
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So ee eo ee eg oe eee 


Sasingene ont to help out with our ever- 
Toronito, whe Care now using typesetting facilities in 
increases prod Saves time & transportation costs but 

Uction costs, We can continue to subsidize 


the paper to s 
. Some extent. si i 
appreciated. nt, but any assistance is much 


A coalition of prison abolitionists is sponsoring an inter- 
national Conference on Prison Abolition in May of 1983. 
Speakers and resource Pcople will be coming from the 
US., Europe, other Parts of Canada as well as local 
activists. For more information, write them at Prison 


Abolition Conference, c/o Q.C.J.J., 60 Lowther St. 
Toronto, , 


Almighty Voice is a Pamphlet published by the native 
brotherhood of Kent Penitentiary as part of their struggle 
to be able to practice their native religious belicfs, Copies 
can be obtained from Society of the People Struggling to 
be Free, P.O. Box 69092, Station K, Vancouver, B.C. 
The cost of their legal action in this case is estimated to be 
$5,000. Please help them out, Cheques should be made 
out to S.O.T.P.S.B.F., for deposit in acct. #80054. 


Bayou La Rose, P.O. Box 52282, New Orleans, LA 70152 
is a paper well worth checking out. The most recent issue 
has a number of good articles on Leonard Peltier’s 
situation and the Native struggle in general. The same 
people are also trying to raise money to doa reprinting of 
In Total Resistance which was originally done by the 
Mohegan Lake Leonard Peltier Defense Committee. 
This book featured writings by Peltier, Bobby Gene 
Garcia and Standing Deer. This is one project that does 
deserve support. 


The first issue of A.T.I. Communique has been out for a 
while. It deals specifically with the Texas system, 
particularly discussing various legal challenges to that 
system but of course is relevant to other jurisdictions. The 
second issuc, just received, focuses on medical care and 
the lack of it, and contains an article on a man struggling 
with cancer. Write to them at: P.O. Box 3494, San 
Antonio, Texas. Donations are necessary to help them 
out. 


Resistance #4 has probably the most interesting and 
informative article outlining the origins. political and 
strategic development of the Red Brigades. Number 5 
should be out soon as well, T hey can be contacted at PO. 
Box 790, Station A, Vancouver, B.C. 


The following Canadian prison m: 
to publish in spite of administrative hassles: Toesin 
covers the Collins Bay scene h the Bay being the 
heaviest pen in Ontario after Millhaven. It is published 4 
times a year, subs are $5. Write to them through Stephen 
St. Denis, Box 190, Kingston, Ont. K71 4V9. Cemetary 
Road News is from Kent. They're at P.O. Box 2000, 
Agassiz, B.C. The Communicator can be reached at P.O. 
Box 2140, Springhill, Nova Scotia BOM 1X0. These three 
magazines have not only good reprints but original 
observations, fiction, poetry, ramblings, humour, etc. 
Send them a dollar (preferably by cheque) for a sample 
copy. 


ines are managing 


In the last issue Ron Two Bulls mentioned in his story on 
Yellow Thunder Camp that he was working towards 
bringing out a prison magazine. Word has it that he has 
had to put his plans on ice to avoid being put there 
himself. He sends his regrets. 


Although we have some problems with some of the non- 
Prison politics of the Red Dragon (on Poland. for 
example) we still find its prison material to be very infor- 
mative and broad based. They need financial help (as do 
all the magazines listed). Write to them at La Sis, P.O. 
Box 51012, New Orleans, LA. 70151 U.S.A. 
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